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To  the  Reader. 

THis  ‘Play  being  too  long  to  be  conye* 
niently  ABed , fucb  ‘Places,  as  might 
be  leajl  prejudicial  to  the  ‘Plot  or  Senfe , 
are  left  out  upon  the  Stage  : but  that  we 
may  no  way  wrong  the  incomparable  Author , 
are  here  infertea  according  to  the  Original 
Copy , with  this  <£\ParI{  “ 
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The  Perfons  Represented. 


CLaudius,  King  of  Denmark 
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Horatiot  Hamlet's  Friend, 

MarceUus , an  Officer. 

Polonw , Lord  Chamberlain, 
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Fortinbrafs,  King  of  Norway , 
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T wo  Grave-makers, 


Mr.  Crosby . 
Mr.  Betterton . 
Mr.  Smith. 
Mr. 

Mr. 

Mr.  Young. 

Mr.  Norris 0 
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Mr.  Jeuan . 
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Gertrard , Queen  of  Denmark  Mrs.  Shadwel. 

Cfhtaa^  in  love  with  Hamlet.  Mis.  Betterton. 
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Prince  of  T>EV{MJ%K^ 


A c t I.  Scene  I. 


Enter  Barnardo  and  Francifco,  t wo  Sentinels.. 

Bar . "V"  7^  H os  there ? 

\ / Fran,  Nay  anfwer  me , (land  and  unfold 
V V your  felf. 

Bar . Long  live  the  King. 

Fran.  Barnardo  } 

Bar,  He. 

Fran.  You  come  mod  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Bar.  ’Tis  now  drook  twelve : get  thee  to  bed  Francifcs . 

Fran.  For  this  relief  much  thanks,  7tis  bitter  cold. 

And  X am  lick  at  heart. 

Bar.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a Mcrufe  dirring. 

Bar.  Well,  good  night: 

If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellas , 

The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  hade. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marceilus. 

Fran.  I think  I hear  them.  Stanc  her,  who  is  there  i 
Hora.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  Ligemen  toth eDane. 

^ Fran . Good  night. 
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Mar.  O farevvel  honeft  Souldiers  *,  who  has  relieved  you  ? 

Fran.  Barnardo  has  my  place  : good  night.  Exit  Fran. 

Mar.  Holla,  Barnardo . 

Bar.  Say,  what  is  Horatio  there  ? 

Hot  a.  A piece  of  him. 

Bar.  Welcome  Horatio,  welcome  go<5d  MtrceVus. 

Hora.  What  has  this  thing  appear’d  again  tonight  > 

Bar.  I have  Teen  nothing. 

Mar . Horatio  fays  ’tis  but  a phantafie. 

And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him* 

Touching  this  dreaded  fight  twice  feen  of  us  • 

Therefore  I have  entreated  him  along, 

With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night, 

“ That  if  again  this  Apparition  come, 

H He  may  approve  our  Eyes  and  fpeak  to  it. 

* Hora.  ’Twill  not  appear. 

Bar.  Sit  down  a while, 

And  let  us  once  again  affail  your  ears 
That  are  fo  fortified  againft  our  dory. 

What  we  have  two  nights  feen. 

Hora.  Well,  let’s  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Barnardo  fpeak  of  this. 

Bar.  Lafl  night  of  all. 

When  yond  fame  Star  that’s  Weft  ward  from  the  Pole, 

Had  made  his  courfeto  enlighten  that  part  of  Heaven 
Where  now  it  burns,  Marceius  and  my  felf. 

The  Bell  then  beating  one. 

Enter  Gboft. 

Mar.  Peace,  Break  thee  off,  look  where  it  comes  again. 

Bar.  In  the  fame  Figure,  like  the  King  that’s  dead. 

Mar.  Thou  art  a Scholar,  fpeak  to  it  Horatio. 

Her.  Moftlike,  it  ftartles  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

Bar.  It  would  be  fpoke  to. 

Mar.  Sp  eak  to  it  Horatio. 

Hora.  What  art  thou  that  ufurpeft  this  time  of  night. 

Together  with  that  fair  and  Warlike  form, 

In  which  the  Majefty  of  buried  Denmark^ 

Did.  fometimes  march  > I charge  thee  fpeak. 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Bar.  See,  it  ftalksaway. 

Hor.  Stay,  fpeak,  fpeak,  I charge  thee  fpeak.  [Exit  Gboft* 

Mar . ’Tis  gone  and  will  not  anfwer. 

Bar.  How  now  Horatio  ? you  tremble  and  look  pale ; 

Is  not  this  fomething  more  than  phantafie  ? 
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Hamlet  Trince  of  Denmark. 

What  think  you  of  it? 

Hor  a • I could  not  believe  this, 

Without  the  fenlible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

A/jr.  Is  it  not  like  the  King  ? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thy  felf : 

Such  was  the  very  Armor  he  had  on, 

When  he  th1  ambitious  Norway  combated. 

44  So  frown'd  he  once,  when  in  an  angry  Parle. 

<c  He  fmote  the  (leaded  Poll-ax  on  the  Ice. 

’Tis  drange. 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before,  and  at  the  fame  hour, 

With  martial  dalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  wath. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work  I know  not, 
But  in  thefcope  of  mine  opinion, 

This  bodes  fome  drange  eruption  to  our  State. 

Mar.  Pray  fit  down  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows, 

W hy  this  fame  drift  and  mod  obfervant  watch 
So  nighly  toils  thefubjeft  of  the  land, 
cAnd  with  fueh  daily  cod  of  brafen  Canon, 

4 And  foreign  Mart  for  implements  of  War  ? 
e Why  fuch  imprefs  of  Ship-wrights,  whofe  fore  task 
4 Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  Week  ? 
c What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hade 
c Makes  the  night  joynt  labor  with  the  day  ? 

4 Whois’t  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Hora . That  can  I: 

4 At  lead  the  whifper  goes  fo. Our  lad  King, 

Whofe  image  even  but  now  appear’d  to  us, 

Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbrafs  of  Norway , 

‘ Thereto  prickton  by  a mod  emulate  pride, 

Dar'd  to  the  combat  ^ in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet , 

4 For  ( fo  this  fide  of  our  known  World  edeem’d  him) 
Did  flay  this  Fortinbrafs , who  by  afeal  d compaft, 

Well  ratified  by  Law  and  Heraldry, 

Did  forfeit  ( with  his  life)  all  thefe  his  lands, 

4 Which  hedood  feiz’d  of,  to  the  Conqueror: 

4 Againd  the  which  a moiety  competent 
4 Was  gaged  by  our  King,  which  had  returned 
c To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbrafs , 

4 Had  he  been  Vanquiflier  : as  by  the  fame  compact, 

4 And  carriage  of  the  Articles  defign, 

4 His  fell  to  Hamlet : now  fir,  young  Fortinbrafs 
4 Of  unimproved  metal,  hot,  and  full, 
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Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway  here  and  there 
Sharkt  up  a lift  of  lawlefs  refolutes, 

4 For  food  and  diet  to  fome  enterprife 
4 That  hath  a ftomack  in5t,  which  is  no  other 
c As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  ftate, 

* Bat  to  recover  of  us  by  ftronghand 

4 And  terms  compulfatory,  thofe  forefaid  lands 
So  by  his  Father  loft  : ,,  and  this  I take  it 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 

* Thefourceof  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 
4 Of  this  poft-hafte,  and  romage  in  the  laud. 

Bar.  I think  it  be  no  other  but  even  fo : 

Well  may  it  fort  that  this  portentous  Figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  Watch  fo  like  the  King, 
That  was  and  is  the  queftion  of  thefe  Wars. 

4 Mora.  A mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  minds  eye. 

4 In  the  raoft  high  and  flourifhing  ftate  of  Rome, 

4 A little  e re  the  mightieft  Julius  fell, 

4 The  graves  ftood  tenantlefs,  and  the  fheeteddead 
4 Did  fqueak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  ftreets, 

4 As  ftars  with  trains  of  fire,  and  dews  of  blood, 

4 Difafters  in  the  Sun,  and  the  moift  Star, 

4 Upon  whofe  influence  Neptunes  Empire  ftands, 

4 Wasfickalmoft  to  Doomfday  with  eclipfc, 

4 And  even  the  Iikeprecurfe  of  fierce  events, 

4 As  harbingers  preceding  ftill  the  Fates 
4 And  Prologue  to  the  Omen  coming  on,  ^ 
c Have  Heaven  and  Earth  together  demonftrated 
4 Unto  our  Climatures  and  Countrymen. 

But  foft,  behold  ! lo  where  it  comes  again, 

Tie  crofs  it  though  it  blaftme:  Stay  illution, 

If  thou  haft  any  (bund,  or  ufe  of  voice, 

Speak  to  me  : if  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 
That  may  to  thee  do  eafe,  and  grace  to  me, 

Speak  to  me.  # 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  Countries  fate. 

Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid, 

O fpeak  : 

Or  if  thou  haft  up-hoorded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treafure  in  the  womb  of  Earth, 

For  which  they  fay  your  Spirits  oft  walk  in  deaths 
Speak  of  it,  ftay  and  fpeak  j ftop  it  Marcellus, 

Mar.  Shall  I ftrike  it  with  my  Partifan 
Hot.  Do  if  it  will  not  ftaftd. 


[Enter  Gboft. 

L He  fpreads 
[ ~Jbti  arms , 


[T he  cockcrows. 


Bar,'  Tis 
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Hamlet  'Prince  of  Denmark. 

Bar.  ’Tisherc. 

Hor.  ’Tishere. 

Mar.  ’ I is  gone. 

We  doit  wrong  being  fo  majedical, 

To  offer  it  the  (hew  of  violence : 

It  is  ever  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 

And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Bar.  It  was  about  to  fpeak  when  the  Cock  crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  darted  like  a guilty  thing 
Upon  a fearful  fummons  : I have  heard, 

The  Cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  Morn, 

Doth  with  his  lofty  and  (brill  founding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  Day  * and  at  his  warning, 

Whether  in  fea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 

Th’  extravagant  and  erring  fpirit  hyes 
To  his  confine*  ctandof  the  truth  herein 
1 This  prefent  objed  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  at  the  crowing  of  the  Cock. 

4 Some  fay  that  ever  ’gaind  that  feafon  comes, 

4 Wherein  our  Saviours  birth  is  celebrated, 

4 This  bird  of  dawning  lingeth  all  night  long, 

4 And  then  they  fay  no  Spirit  dares  dir  abroad, 

4 The  nights  are  wholefome  * then  no  Planets  drike, 

4 No  Fairy  takes,  no  Witch  hath  power  to  charm  > 

4 So  hallowed  and  fo  gracious  is  that  time. 

4 Hor.  So  have  I heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it : 

But  look,  the  Morn  in  rulfet  mantle  clad 
Walks  o’re  the  dew  of  yon  high  Eadern  hill  s 
Break  we  our  watch  up,  and  by  my  advice 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  night 
Unto  young  Hamlet  *,  perhaps 
This  Spirit  dumb  to  ns  will  fpeak  to  him. 

4 Do  you  confent  we  (hall  acquaint  him  with  if, 

4 As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty  ? 

Mar.  Let’s  do’t,  I pray  ^ and  I this  morning  know 
Where  we  (hall  find  him  molt  convenient. 

Flourijh.  Enter  Claudius  King  of  Denmark,  Gertrad  th 

Council,  as  Polonius,  and  bis  Son  Laertes,  Hamlet,  cu\ 

■ 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brothers  death 
The  memory  be  green,  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  hear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  Kingdom 
To  becontra&edinonebrowof  woe: 
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Exit  Gbo[L 


[Exeunt, 

g'jeen, 
i a Ups. 
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Yet  fo  far  hath  diferetion  fought  with  nature, 

That  vve  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him, 

Together  with  remembrance  of  ourfelves: 

Therefore  our  fometime  Sifter,  now  our  Queen, 
ThTmperial  Jointrefs  to  this  Warlike  State, 

Have  we  as  ’twere  with  a defeated  joy, 
ct  With  an  aufpicious  and  a dropping  eye, 

“With  mirth  in  Funeral,  and  with  dirge  in  Marriage, 

£C  In  equal  fcale  weighing  delight  and  dole, 

Taken  to  Wife,  nor  have  we  herein  barr’d 
Your  better  wifdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along  (for  all  our  thanks) 
ct  Now  follows  that  you  know  young  Fortinbrafsy 
tc  Holding  a weak  fuppofal  of  our  worth, 
tC  Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  brothers  death 
u Our  ftate  to  be  dif-joynt,  and  out  of  frame, 

“ Oolleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage, 

“ He  hath  not  fail’d  to'pcfter  us  with  meffage, 
u Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  lands 
cc  Loft  by  his  Father,  with  all  bands  of  Law', 
cc  To  our  moll  valiant  brother.  So  much  for  him. 
ccNow  foro;ir  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting, 
u Thus  much  thebufinefs  is,  we  have  here  writ 
Ct  To  Norway , Uncle  of  young  Fortinbrafs, 
ct  Who  impotent  and  bed-rid,  fcarcely  hears 
tc  Of  this  his  Nephews  purpofe,  to  fupprefs 

His  further  gate  herein,  in  that  the  levies, 

Ct  The  lifts,  and  full  proportions  are  all  made 
“ Out  of  his  fubjedfs  : and  wenowdifpatch 
“ You  good  Cornelius , and  you  Voltemand , 

4t  AmbaffadorS  to  old  Norway ,* 
cc  Who  have  no  further  perfonal  power 
“ Of  Treaty  with  the  King,  more  than  the  fcope 
“Of  thefe  delated  Articles  allow. 

“ Farewel.  and  let  your  hafte  commend  your  duty. 

“ C or . Vo.  In  that  and  all  things  will  we  (hew  our  duty. 
ct  King.  We  doubt,  it  pot.hing : heartily  farewel. 

Now  Laertes , what’s  the  pews  with  you? 

You  told  us  of  fomeilut,  whatis’t  Laertes  ? 

“ You  cannot  fpeak  of  reafon  to  the  Dane, 

ct  And  lofeyour  voice  : what  would’ft  tnou  beg,  Laertes ? 

“ That  (hall  not  be  my  offer,  nor  thy  asking. 

The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 

41  The  hand  more  inftrumental  to  the  mouth, 


rlztnlet  Prince  of'  Denmark. 

4 Than  is  the  Throne  of  Denmark^  to  thy  Father: 
c What  would d thou  have  Laertes } 

Laer . My  dear  Lord, 

Your  leave  and  favor  to  return  to  France , 

From  whence  though  willingly  I came  to  Denmark 
To  (hew  my  duty  in  your  Coronation  9 
Yet  now  I mud  confefs,that  duty  done. 

My  thoughts  and  wifhes  bend  again  toward  France , 
c And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 

King.  Have  you  your  fathers  leave  ? what  fays  Polonius  ? 
Pol.  He  hath,  my  Lord,  wrung  from  me  my  flow  leave, 
By  laborfome  Petition  j and  at  lad, 

Upon  his  will  I feal’d  my  hard  confcnt. 

4 1 do  befeech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes , time  be  thine. 

And  thy  bed:  graces,  fpenditat  thy  will. 

But  now  mv  coufin  Hamlet , and  my  Son. 

Ham.  A little  more  than  kin,  and  lefs  than  kind. 

King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  dill  hang  on  you  ? 

Ham.  Notfo  much,  my  Lord,  I am  too  much  in  the  Sun. 
Queen.  Good  Hamlet , cad  thy  nighted  colour  off, 

And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a friend  on  Denmark^, 

Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dud : 

Thou  know’d  ’tis  common  all  that  live  mud  die* 

Palling  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.  I Madam,  it  is  common. 

Queen.  If  it  be, 

Why  feems  it  fo  particular  with  thee  ? 

Ham.  Seems  Madam,  nay  it  is,  I know  not  feems* 

’Tis  not  alone  this* Mourning  cloke  could  fmother, 

[ Nor  cudomary  futesof  folemn  black, 

4 Nor  windy  fufpiration  of  forc’d  breath, 

* No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 
c Nor  the  dejedfed  haviour  of  thevifage. 

Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  fhapes  of  grief. 

That  can  denote  me  truly  ^ thefe  indeed  feem, 

‘ For  they  are  a&ions  that  a man  might  play; 

But  I have  that  within  which  paffes  (hew, 

Thefe  but  the  trappings  and  the  fuits  of  woe. 

King.  ’Tis  fweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature,  Hamlet , 
To  give  rhefe  mourning  duties  to  your  father* 

But  you  mud  know  your  father  lod  a father  9 
That  father  lod, lod  his,  and  the  furvivor  bound 
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In  filial  obligation  for  fome  term 
To  do  obfequious  forrow,  but  toperfevere 
Inobftinatecondolement,  dares  exprefs 
An  impious  fiubbornnefs,  ’tis  unmanly  grief, 

4 It  (hews  a will  mod  incorred  to  heaven, 
i A heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient, 

4 An  undemanding  fimple  and  unfchool’d : 
c For  what  we  know  mull  be,  and  is  as  common 
4 Asanytnemoft  vulgar  thing  to  fenie, 
c Why  (hould  we  in  our  pievifh  oppofition 
4 Take  it  to  heart  ? fie,  ’tis  a fault  to  Heaven, 

4 A fault  againft  the  dead,  a fault  to  nature, 

4 To  reafon  moll  abfurd,  whofecommon  theam 
4 Is  death  of  fathers,  and  whoOill  hath  cried 
c From  the  firft  coarfe  till  he  that  died  to  day, 

4 Thismuftbefo : we  pray  you  throw  to  earth 

This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us 

As  of  a father  : and  let  the  world  take  note 

You  are  the  moft  immediate  to  our  throne, 

c And  with  no  lefs  nobility  of  love  * 

c Than  that  which  deareft  father  bears  his  fon 

c Do  I impart  toward  you  for  your  intent 

c In  going  back  to  School  to  Wittenberg  > 

4 It  is  mod  retrograde  to  our  defire, 

4 And  we  befeech  you  bend  you  to  remain 
4 Here  in  the  chear  and  comfort  of  our  eve, 

Ourchiefeft  Courtier,  coufin,  and  our  fon. 

Queen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lofe  her  prayers,  Hamlet. 

I pray  thee  ftay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg . 

Ham.  I (hall  in  all  my  beftobey  you,  Madam. 

King.  5Tis  a lovingand  a fair  reply. 

Beasourfelf  in  Denmark^.  Madam  come. 

This  gentle  and  unforc’d  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  fmilingtomy  heart,  in  grace  whereof, 

No  jocund  health  that  Denmark^  drinks  today 
But  the  great  Canon  to  the  Clouds  (hall  tell, 

4 And  the  Kings  rowfe  the  Heaven  (hall  bruit  again, 

Refpeaking  Earthly  thunder  : Comeaway.  [F  lour  i/l\  Exeunt  al\ 

Ham.  Othat  this  too  too  (olid  flefh  would  melt,  Hamlet. 

Thaw  and  refoive  it  fell  info  a dew, « 

Or  that  the  everlafting  had  not  fixt 
His  Cannon  ’gainfi  felf  ilaughter  ! 

How  weary,  dale, flat, and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  world  > 


Hamlet  Prince  0/*  Denmark.  ( 

’Tisan  unweeded  Garden, 

That  grows  to  Seed  * things  rank  and  grofs  In  nature 
Poflefs  it  meerly  : that  it  fhould  come  thus, 

But  two  Months  dead,  nay  not  fo  much,  not  two  i 
So  excellent  a King, 

So  loving  to  my  Mother, 

That  he  permitted  not  the  Winds  of  Heaven 
Vifit  her  Face  too  roughly : 

She  u fed  to  hang  on  him. 

As  if  increafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on  \ and  yet  within  a Month, 

Let  me  not  think  on’t,  Frailty  thy  Name  is  Woman, 
u A little  Month  : or  e’r  thofe  Shooes  were  old, 

“With  which  fhe  followed  my  poor  Fathers  Body, 

<c  Like  Niobe  all  Tears,  why  (he, 

tfc  Heaven  ? a Bead  that  wants  difcourfe  of  Reafon 

64  Would  have  mourn’d  longer,  ,,  Married  with  my  Unde, 

My  Fathers  Brother  *,  but  no  more  like  my  Father 
Than  I to  Hercules  : within  a month, 
cc  E’re  yet  the  Salt  of  mod  unrighteous  Tears 
“Had  left  the  flufhinginher  galled  Eyes, 

“She  Married.  Omod  wicked  fpeed  to  poft, 

“With  fuch  dexterityto  inceduous  (heets/ 
cc  It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good* 

“But  break  my  heart,  for  I mud  hold  my  tongue. 

Enter  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and  Barnardo. 

Hor . Hail  fo  your  Lord  (hip 

Ham . I am  glad  to  fee  you  well  * Horatio , or  I forget  my  felf. 

Hor  a . The  fame  my  Lord,  and  your  poor  fervant  ever. 

Ham . Sir  my  good  friend,  I’le  change  that  name  with  you^ 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg , Horatio  ? 

Marcellus • 

Mar.  My  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I am  very  glad  to  fee  you  ( Good  Even  Sir  ) 

But  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg  ? 

Hora.  A Truant  difpofition,  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I would  not  hear  your  Enemy  fay  fo, 

Nor  (hall  you  do  my  Ear  that  violence 
To  be  a witnefs  of  your  own  report 

Againft  your  felf , I know  you  are  no  Truant  ^ 

But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elfenour  ? 

We’l  teach  you  here  to  drink  e5r  you  depart. 

Hora.  My  Lord,  I came  to  fee  your  Fathers  Funeral. 
m Ham.  I prethee  do  not  mock  me  fellow  Student. 

^ I think 
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I think  it  was  to  my  Mothers  Wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed  my  Lord  it  follow’d  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio , the  Funeral  Bak’d-meats 
Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  Marriage  Tables* 

Would  I had  met  my  deareft  Foe  in  Heaven 
E’re  I had  feen  that  day  Horatio . 

My  Father,  methinks  I fee  my  Father. 

Hora.  W'heremy  Lord  ? 

Ham . In  my  minds  Eye  Horatio . 

Hora.  I faw  him  once,  he  was  a goodly  King* 

Ham • He  was  a man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 

1 (hall  not  look  upon  his  like  again* 

Hora . My  Lord,  I think  I faw  him  yefternighL 

Ham,  Saw  who } 

Hora.  My  Lord,  the  King  your  father* 

Ham.  The  King  my  father  l 

Hora.  Defer  your  admiration  but  a while  ^ 

With  an  attentive  Ear,  till  I may  deliver 
Hpon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  Gentlemen 
This  wonder  to  you. 

Ham . Pray  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  thefe  Gentlemen, 
Marcelltts  and  Barnardo , on  their  Watch, 

**  In  the  dead  vaft  and  middle  of  the  night 
Been  thus  encountred  : A Figure  like  your  Father, 

And  Armed  exactly,  Cap-a-pe , 

Appears  before  them,  and  with  folemn  march 
Goes  flow  and  lately  by  them : thrice  he  walkc 
By  their  oppreft  and  fear  furprized  eyes 
Within  this  Truncheons  length,  whilft  they  diftill’d 
Aimed  to  jelly  with  their  fear, 

Stand  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him:  this  to  me 
They  did  impart  in  dreadful  fecrefie, 

And  I with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  Watch* 
Whereas ' they  had  delivered,  both  in  time, 

Formofthe  thing,  each  word  made  true  andgood5 
The  apparition  comes : CT  knew  your  Father, 

^ Thefe  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham . But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar . My  Lord  upon  the  platform  where  we  watcht. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it  ? 

Hor.  My  Lord,  I did, 

But  anfwer  made  it  none:  yet  once  methought 
M lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  addrefs 
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It  felf  to  motion,  as  it  would  fpeak  •, 

But  even  then  the  morning  Cock  crew  loud, 

And  at  the  found  it  fhrunk  in  hade  away, 

And  vanilht  from  our  fight. 

Ham.  ’Tis  veryfirange. 

Hor.  As  I do  live,  my  honour’d  Lord,  ’tis  (sue. 

And  we  did  think  it  then  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  it. 

Ham . Indeed  Sirs  but  this  troubles  me, 

Hold  you  the  Watch  to  night  ? 

All . We  do  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Arm’d  fay  you  ? 

All.  Arm'd  my  Lord. 

Ham . From  top  to  toe? 

All . From  head  to  foot. 

Ham . Then  faw  you  not  his  Face  ? 

Hor.  O yes  my  Lord,  he  wore  his  Beaver  up. 

Ham.  What  ? Lookt  he  frowningly  ? 

Hor.  A Countenance  more  in  forrow  than  in  angsr. 

Ham.  Pale  or  Red  ? 

Hor.  Nay  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fixt  his  Eyes  upon  you? 

Hor.  Motf  confiantly. 

Ham.  I would  I had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz’d  you. 

Ham.  Very  like:  Staid  it  long? 

Hor . While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  on  hundred* 

Both.  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I faw’t. 

Ham . His  Beard  was  grizled? 

Hor.  It  was  as  I have  feen  it  in  his  life, 

A Sable  Silver’d. 

Ham.  I will  watch  to  night, 

Perchance  ’twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I warr’nt  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  alfume  my  noble  Fathers  Perfon 
I’ll  fpeak  to  it  though  Hell  it  felf  (hould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.  I pray  you  all. 

If  you  have  hitherto  conceal’d  this  light, 

Let  it  require  your  filence  flill* 

And  whatfoever  elfe firall  hap  tonight. 

Give  if  an  Undemanding,  but  no  Tongue *> 

I will  requite  your  loves : So  fare  you  well, 
l*pon  the  platform  ’twixt  Eleven  and  Twelve 
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I’le  vifit  you. 

All.  Our  Duty  to  your  Honour.  [ Exeunt > 

Ham.  Your  loves  as  mine  to  you  i Farewel.  £ Manet  Hamlet! 
My  Fathers  Spirit  in  Arms-,  all  is  not  well 
I doubt  fome  foul  play,  would  the  night  were  come ; 

Till  then  fit  ftillmy  Soul,  foul  deeds  will  rife, 

Though  all  the  Earth  o’rwhelm  them  from  Mens  Eyes.  £ Exit. 

Enter  Laertes,  and  Ophelia  his  Sifter. 

Laer.  My  neceffaries  are  embark’t,  farewel, 

And  Sifter,  as  the  Winds  give  benefit 
tC  And  convey  in  afliftanr,  „ Do  not  fieep, 

But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Ophel.  Do  you  doubt  that  > 

Laert.  For  Hamlet  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 

Hold  it  afafhion,  and  a toy  in  Blood, 

A Violet  in  the  Youth,  a prime  of  Nature, 

Forward,  not  permanent)  fweet,  not  lafting,. 

The  perfume  and  fuppiiance  of  a minute  i 
No  more. 

Ophel.  No  more  but  fo. 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more. 
iCFor  Nature  creffantdoes  not  grow  alone, 
u In  Thews  and  Bulks,  but  as  this  Temple  waxes, 
ic  The  inward  fervice  of  the  Mind  and  Soul 
u Grows  wide  withal : perhaps  he  loves  you  now. 

And  now  no  foil  nor  cautel  doth  befmerch 
4'  The  virtue  of  his  Will  , but  you  mull  fear 
His  Greatnefs  weigh’d,  his  Willis  not  his  own. 

He  may  not,  as  inferior  perfons  do, 

Bellow  himfelf : for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  fafety  and  health  of  this  whole  ftate. 

And  therefore  tnuft  his  choice  be  circunafcrib’d 
“ Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  Body 
<c  Whereof  he  is  the  head:,  then  if  he  fays  he  loves  you, 

41  It  fits  your  wifdcm  fo  far  to  believe  it, 

As  he  in  his  particular  ad  and  place 
4t  May  give  his  faying  deed  ^ which  is  no  further 
*c  Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark^ goes  withal. 

Then  weigh  what  lofs  your  honour  may  fuftain, 

If  with  your  credulous  Ear  you  hear  his  Songs, 

Orlofe  yourHeart,  or  your  draft  e Treafureopen 
To  his  unmaftred  importunity 
Fear  i t Ophelia,  fear  it  my  dear  Sifter, 
u And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affedion, 

Out 
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iL  Out  of  the  (hot  and  danger  of  defire : 
u The  charieft  Maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

“ If  (he  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  Moon : 
lt  Virtue  it  felf  fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokes  > 
ct  The  canker  galls  the  Infant  of  the  Spring 
IC  Too  oft  before  their  Buttons  be  difclos’d, 
u And  in  the  Morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 
u Contagious  blaftments  are  molt  imminent. 

4‘  Be  wary  then,  beft  fafety  lies  in  fear, 

“ Youth  to  it  felf  rebells  though  none  elfe  near. 

Opbel.  I (hall  th’  etfed  of  this  good  LefTon  keep 
About  my  Heart : But  good  Brother, 

Do  not  as  fome  ungracious  Bailors  do, 

Shew  me  the  deep  and  thorny  way  to  Heaven* 

Whiles  like  a Libertine, 

Himfelf  the  primrofe  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
tL  And  reaks  not  his  own  reed.  [ Enter  Poloniufi 

Laer.  O fear  me  not  *, 

I (lay  too  long : tc  but  here  my  Father  comes, 
w A double  Bldling  is  a double  Grace, 

44  Occafion  fmiles  upon  a fecond  leave. 

Folo.  Yet  here  Laertes  ? aboord,aboord  for  fhame, 
aThe  Wind  (its  in  the  fhoulderof  your  Sail, 

<c  And  you  are  (laid  for.  There,  my  blefling  with  thee, 

<4  And  thefe  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
u Look  thou  character : Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
u Nor  any  unproportion’d  thought  hisadt: 
ltBe  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar  : 
tC  Thofe  friends  thou  haft  and  their  adoption  tried, 

Grapple  them  unto  thy  foul  with  hoops  of  Steel, 

*4But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
tCOT  each  new  hatch’t,  unfledg’d  courage  •*  beware 
il  Ofentrance  to  a quarrel,  but  being  in, 
u Bear’t  that  the  oppofer  may  beware  of  thee : 

(t  Give  every  man  thy  Ear,  but  few  thy  Voice  3 
u Take  each  mans  cenfure,  but  referve  thy  judgments 
<£  Cofily  thy  Habit  as  thy  Purfe  can  buy, 
iL  But  not  expreft  in  fancy  rich,  not  gaudy  *, 
u For  the  Apparel  oft  proclaims  the  Man, 

'4  And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  rank  and  ftation, 

‘^Areof  a moft  fele£t  and  generous,  chief  in  that; 

Neither  a borrower  nor  a lender, Boy, 

‘£For  Love  oft  lofeth  both  it  felf  and  friend,  . 

“ And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  Husbandry, 
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u This  above  all,  to  thine  own  felf  be  true, 
cc  And  it  muft  follow  as  the  night  today, 

“Thoucanft  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  man. 

44  Farewel,  my  Blefling  feafon  this  in  thee. 

Laer.  Moft  humbly  I do  take  my  leave  my  Lord. 

Pol.  The  time  inverts  you,  go,  your  Servants  tend, 

Laer . Farewel  Ophelia , and  remember  well 
What  I have  faid  to  • ou. 

Opbel.  ’Tis  in  my  m-mory  lockt. 

And  you  your  felf  (hall  Keep  the  key  of  it. 

^ Laer . Farewel.  [ Exit  Laertes. 

Pol.  What  is’t  Ophelia  he  hath  faid  to  you  ? 

Opbel.  Sopleafe  you,  fomething  touching  the  Lord  Hamlet. 

Pol . Marry  well  bethought. 

5Tis  told  me  lie  hath  very  oft  of  late 

Given  private  time  to  you:  and  you  your  felf 

Have  of  your  Audience  been  moft  free  and  bounteous. 

Ifit  be  fo,  as  fo  'tis  put  on  me, 

And  that  in  way  of  caution,  Imuft  tell  you 
You  do  not  underftand  your  felf  fo  clearly 
As  it  behoves  my  Daughter,  and  your  honour; 

"What  is  between  you ? Give  me  up  the  trutl . 

Opbel . He  hath  my  Lord  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  arte  (ft  ion  to  me. 

Pol.  Afte (ft ion ! Puh,  you  fpeak  like  a green  Girl, 

Unfifted  in  fuch  perilous  circumftance: 

Do  you  believe  his  Tenders,  as  you  call  them? 

Opbel . I do  not  know,  my  Lord,  whai.  I fhould  think. 

Pol.  Marry  I will  teachyou,  think  vour  felf  a Baby. 

That  you  have  'a’n  thefe  Tenders  for  true  pay, 

Which  are  not  rtx-rling:  Tender  our  felf  more  dearly, 

Or  ( not  to  c a k the  wind  of  the  poor  phrafej 
Wrong  it  thus,  you’ll  tender  me  a fool. 

Opbel.  M\  Lord,  he  hath  importun’d  me  with  Love 
In  honourable  fafhicn. 

Pol . T,  fafhion  you  may  call  it,  go  too,  go  too. 

Opbel . And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  fpeech, 

My  Lord  with  almoftallthe  holy  vows  of  Heaven. 

Pol.  I,  Springes  to  catch  Woodcocks  > I know 
When  the  Elocd  burns  how  prodigally  the  Soul 
Lends  the  Tongue  Vows,  cc  Thefe  blazes  Daughter, 

“Giving  more  Light  than  Heats  extineft  in  both, 
lt  Even  in  their  prorrife,  as  it  is  a making, 

44  You  muft  not  tak’t  for  Fire : from  this  time 
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cc  Befomething  fcanterof  your  Maiden  prefence, 

u Set  your  intreatments  at  a higher  rate 

1C  Than  a Command  to  parley  j for  Lord  Hamlet, 

4C  Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 
ic  And  with  a larger  tedder  may  he  walk 
tc  Than  may  be  given  you  : in  few  Ophelia , 

“ Do  not  believe  his  Vows,  for  they  are  Brokers, 

4t  Not  of  that  Dye  which  their  Inveftments  fhew, 
ct  Butmeerimplorators  of  unholy  fuits, 

<c  Breathing  like  fandfified  and  pious  Bonds, 
uThe  better  to  beguile  : This  is  for  all, 

I would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth 
Have  you  fo  flander  any  moments  leifure, 

As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet , 

Look  to’t  I charge  you,  come  your  ways. 

Ofhel.  I fhall  obey  my  Lord.  [ Exeunh 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus* 

Ham.  The  Air  bites  fhrewdly,  it  is  very  cold. 

Hot  a . It  is  a nippn  g,  and  an  eager  Air. 

Ham.  What  hour  now? 

Hot  a.  I think  if  lacks  of  Twelve. 

Mar.  No,  it  is  ftruck 

Hora.  I heard  it  not : it  then  draws  near  the  feafon 
Wherein  the  Spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk.  f A flourifh  ofTrum- 

What  does  this  mean  my  Lqrd?  \ pets  andGuns. 

Ham.  The  King  doth  walk  to  night,  and  takes  his  rowfe, 
Keeps  waftfel,  and  thefwaggering  up-fpring  reels, 

And  as  he  takes  his  Draughts  of  Rhenilh  down. 

The  Kettle  Drum  and  Trumpet  thus  proclaim 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hora . Is  it  a cuftom  ? 

Ham . I marry  is’t, 

But  to  my  mind,  though  I am -native  here 
And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  a cuftom 
More  honour’d  in  the  breach  than  the  obfervance  s 
This  heavy-headed  revel  Ea.ftand  Weft 
Makes  us  traduc’d  and  taxed  of  other  Nations } 

They  elepeus  Drunkards,  and  with  fwinifti  phrafe 
14 Soil  our  addition : and  indeed  it  takes 
lt  From  our  atchievements,  though  perform’d  at  height, 
tc  The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute  ; . 

So  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 

That  for  fome  vicious  mole  of  Nature  in  them* 
in  their  birth,  v/herein  they  axe  not  guilty,. 
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“Since  Nature  cannot  chufehis  origen  ) 

Ct  By  their  or-growth  of  fome  complexion, 

Cl  Oft  breaking  down  the  Pales  and  Forts  of  Reafon  > 

Cf  Or  by  fome  habit  that  too  much  oVleavens 
“The  form  of  plaufive  manners,  thatthefe  Men 
u Carrying  I fay  the  (lamp  of  one  defeft, 
cc  Being  Natures  Livery,  or  Fortunes  Star, 

“ His  Virtues  elfe  be  they  as  pure  as  Grace, 
ct  As  infinite  as  Man  may  undergo, 
u Shall  in  the  general  cenfure  take  corruption 
4C  From  that  particular  fault ; the  dram  of  Eafe 
“ Doth  all  the  noble  fubftance  of  a doubt 

“ To  his  own  fcandal,  £ Enter  Ghoft. 

Hor.  Look  my  Lord,  where  it  comes. 

Ham . Angels  and  Minifters  of  Grace  defend  us  f 
Be  thou  a fpirit  of  health,  or  goblin  Samn’d, 

“Bring  with  thee  Airs  from  Heaven,  or  Blafts  from  Hell, 

4 1 Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 
u Thoucom’fi:  in  fuch  aqueftionable  fhape 
u That  I will  fpeak  to  thee  •,  I’ll  call  thee  Hamlety 
“King,  Father,  Koval  Dane:  O anfwer  me, 
u Let  me  not  burft  in  ignorance,  but  tell 
“ Why  thy  canoniz’d  bones  hearfed  in  death 
cc  Have  burfi  their  cerements : why  the  Sepulchre, 
ic  Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  interr’d, 

“Has  op’ t his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 
tC  To  cafi:  thee  up  again  ? ,,  What  may  this  mean, 

That  thou  dead  Coarfe  again  in  compleat  Steel 
Revifit’ft,  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  Moon, 

Making  night  hideous,  and  we  fools  of  Nature 

So  horridly  to  (hake  our  difpofition 

With  Thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  Souls } 

Say  why  is  this  ? Wherefore?  Whatfhould  we  do?  [Beckfus* 
Hor . It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 

As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  defire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar . Look  with  what  courteous  action 
It  waves  you  to  a remote  ground^ 

But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham . It  will  not  fpeak,  then  I will  follow  it* 

Hor.  Do  not  my  Lord. 

Ham . Why?  What  (half  be  the  fear  ? 

I do  not  value  my  life  ; 
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And  for  my  fowl  what  can  it  do  to  that, 

Being  a thing  as  immortal  as  it  felf? 

It  waves  me  forth  again,  I’ll  follow  it. 

'Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  Floods,  my  Lord, 

Or  to  the  dreadful  border  of  the  Cliff, 

4t  That  bettels  o’re  his  Bafe  into  the  Sea, 

And  there  affume  fome  other  form, 

ct  Which  might  deprive  your  Sovereignty  of  Reafon, 

And  draw  you  into  madnefs  > LL  Think  ofit, 
cc  The  very  place  puts  toys  of  defperation 
4t  Without  more  motive,  into  every  Brain, 

4C  That  looks  fo  many  fadoms  to  the  Sea, 
u And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham . It  waves  me  (lill, 
cCGoon,  I’ll  follow  thee. 

Mar . You  (hall  not  go,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hot . Be  rul’d,  you  (hall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  Fate  cries  out. 

And  makes  each  petty  Artery  in  this  Body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  Lions  Nerve : 

Still  I am  call’d  * unhand  me  Gentlemen, 

I’ll  make  a Ghoft  of  him  that  letts  me: 

Hay,away : Go  on  I’ll  follow  thee.  [ Exit  Ghofi  and  Hamlet* 
Hot.  He  grows  defperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let’s  follow,  ’tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.  To  what  iffue  will  this  come  ? 

Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  (late  of  Denmark 
Hor.  Heaven  will  difcover  it 

^ Mar.  Nay  let’s  follow  him.  £E  xmnt. 

Enter  Ghoft  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  me  ? fpeak,  I’ll  go  ,no  further. 
■Ghofi . Mark  me. 

Ham . I will. 

Ghofi.  My  hmxis  almoft  come. 

When  I to  fulphrous  and  tormenting  Flames 
Muft  render  up  my  felf. 

Ham.  Alas  poor  Ghofi. 

Ghofi.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  I (hall  unfold, 

Ham.  Speak,  I am  bound  to  hear 
Ghofi.  So  art  thou  to  revenge  what  thou  fnalthear. 

Ham.  What  ? 

• Ghofi . Iam  thy  Fathers  Spirit, 
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Doomed  for  a certain  term  to  walk  the  night. 

And  for  the  day  confin’d  toFaftin  Fires, 

Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  nature 
Areburn’t  and  purg’d  away  : But  that  I am  forbid 
To  tell  thefecrets  of  my  prifon-houfc, 

I could  a tale  unfold,  whofe  lighteft  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  Soul,  freeze  thy  young  Blood, 
Make  thy  two  Eyes  like  Stars  ftart  from  their  Spheres^ 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  Locks  to  part*. 

And  each  particular  Hair  to  ftand  an  end 
Like  Quils  upon  the  fearful  Porcupine  : 

But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 
To  Ears  of  Flefh,  and  Blood:  lift,  lift,  O lift, 

If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  Father  love. 

Ham.  O Heaven  / 

Gboft,  Reverge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  Murder. 
Him . Murder  ! 

Gboft . Murder  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is  \ 

But  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Hafteme  to  know’t,  that  I with  wings  as  fwift 
As  Meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  Love, 

May  fiyetomy  revenge. 

Gboft.  I find  thee  apt  * 

L<  And  duller  (hould’ft  thou  he  than  the  fat  weed 
“ That  roots  it  felf  in  eafe  on  Lethe7 s Wharf, 
cc  Wouldft  thou  not  ftir  in  this:,,  Now  Hamlet  hear, 
’Tis  given  out,  that  fleeping  in  my  Garden 
A Serpent  filing  me : fo  the  whole  Ear  of  Denmark^ 

Is  by  a forged  procefsofmy  death 

Rankly  abufed:  But  know  thou,  noble  Youth, 

The  Serpent  that  aid  fting  thy  Fathers  heart 
Now  wears  his  Crown. 

Ham.  O my  Prophetick  Soul,  my  Uncle? 

Gboft.  I thatinceftuous,  that  adulterate  beaft, 
u With  Witchcraft  of  his  Wits,  with  trait’rous  Gifts, 
tC0  wicked  Wits,  and  Gifts  that  have  the  power 
uSo  to  fcduce!,,  won  to  his  (hameful  Luft 
The  Will  of  my  moft  feeming  virtuous  Queen. 

0 Hamlet-)  what  a falling  off  was  there 
From  me,  whofe  love  wasofthat  dignity, 

1 hat  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  Vow 
I made  to  her  in  Marriage  ? And  to  decline 
Upon  a wretch,  whofe  natural  Gifts  were  poor 
Tothofeof  mine  but  Virtue,  as  it  never  willbemov  d 
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Though  lewdncfs  court  it  in  a fhape  of  Heaven 
ct  So  but  though  to  a radiant  angle  link’t, 

C1  Will  fort  it  (elf  in  a Celeftial  bed, 

And  prey  on  garbage. 

But  foft,  methinks  I feent  the  Morning  Air, 

Brief  let  me  be  : ileepinginmy  Garden, 

My  cuftom  always  of  the  afternoon, 

Upon  my  fecure  hour  thy  Uncle  to  me  dole 
YVith  juyee  of  curfed  Hebona  in  a Vial, 

And  in  the  porchesofmy  Earsdid  pour 
The  leprous  diftilment,  whofe  effects 
Hold  fuch  an  enmity  with  Blood  of  Man, 

That  fwift  as  Quickfilver  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  Gates  and  Allies  of  the  Body, 

And  with  a fudden  vigor  it  dothpoflefs 
tc  And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk. 

The  thin  and  wholfome  Blood  i fo  did  it  mine. 

And  a mod  inftant  Tetter  bark’t  about 
Mod  Lazar-like,  with  vile  andloathfome  Cruft 
All  my  fmooth  Body. 

Thus  was  I deeping,  by  a Brothers  hand, 

4t  Of  life  of  Crown,  of  Queen  at  once  difpatcht, 

Cutoff  even  in  the  blolfoms  of  my  Sin, 

“Unnuzled,  difappointed,  un-aneald, 
u No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head. 
lc  O horrible,  O horrible,  moft  horrible  ! 

If  thou  haft  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not. 

Let  not  the  Royal  Bed  of  Denmark  be 
A couch  for  Luxury  and  damned  Inceft. 

But  howfoever  thou  purfueft  this  act. 

Taint  not  thy  Mind,  nor  let  thy  Soul  defign 
Againft  thy  Mother  ought,  leave  her  to  Heaven, 
Andtothofe  Thorns  that  in  her  bofom  lodge. 

To  prick  and  ding  her  : Fare  thee  well  at  once. 

The  Gloworm  (hews  the  Morning  to  be  near. 

And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual Fire: 

Farewel,  remember  me. 

O all  you  hoft  of  Heaven ! O Earth  / Whateffe 
et  And  (hall  I couple  Hell?  Q fie/  ,,  hold,  hold  my  heart, 
And  you  my  Sinews  grow  not  inftant  old, 

But  bear  me  ftrongly  up  y remember  thee  L 
I#thoupooi»  Ghoft,  whiles  memory  holds  a feat 
In  this  diftracted  Globe;  Remember  thee! 
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Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  Memory 
I’ll  wipe  away'all  trivial  fond  records, 

All  Regifters  of  Books,  all  forms,  and  preffures  pad. 

That  Youth  and  Obfervation  copied  there. 

And  thy  commandment  all  alone  (hall  live 
With  in  the  Book  and  volume  of  my  Brain, 

Unmixtwith  bafer  matter  > yes  by  Heaven. 

Omoft  pernicious  Woman  1 

0 villain,  villain,  fmiling  villain  ! 

My  Tables,  Meet  it  is  I fet  down,  # 

That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a villain  \ 

At  lea  ft  lam  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark^ 

So  Uncle  there  youare  : now  to  my  word, 

It  is  farewel,  remember  me. 

1 have  fworn’t,  v,  , [ Enter  Horatio  And  MarceUus. 

Hor.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Mar.  Lord  Hamlet . 

Hor.  Heavens  fecure  him. 

Ham.  So  be  it. 

Mar.  lllo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho  boy,  come  and  come 
Mar . How  is’t  my  noble  Lord? 

Ham.  O wonderful ! 

Hor.  Good  my  Lord  tell  it. 

Ham . No,  you  will  reveal  it. 

Hor.  Not  I my  Lord. 

Mar.  Nor  I my  Lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then,  would  heart  of  Man  once  think  it? 
But  you’ll  be  fecree. 

Both.  As  death,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  There’s  never  a villain 
Dwelling  in  all  Denmark# 

But  he’s  an  arrant  knave.  , 

Hor.  There  needs  noGhoft,  my  Lord,  come  from  the  Grave 
To  tell  us  this.  - * . 

Ham.  Why  right,  you  are  in  the  right. 

And  fo  without  more  circumftance  at  all 
I hold  it  fit  that  we  (hake  hands  and  part. 

You  as  your  bufinefs  and  defire  (hall  point  you*. 

For  every  man  hath  bufinefs  and  defire, 

Such  as  it  is,  and  for  my  own  poor  part 
I will  go  pray*  ~ 

Hot.  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  windy  words,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  lam  forry  they  offend  you  heartily, 


Hamlet  prince  of  Denmark. 


71 


Yes  faith  heartily. 

Hor*  There’s  no  offence,  my  Lord. 

Ham*  Yes  by  St.  Patrick^  but  there  is,  Horatio , 

And  much  offence  too:  Touching  this  Vifion  here, 

It  is  an  honeft  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you » 

For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us 
O’re  mafter’tas  you  may  : and  now  good  friends. 

As  you  are  Friends,  Scholars,  and  Souldiers 
Give  me  one  poor  requeft. 

Hor.  Whatis’t,  my  Lord?  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  feen  to  night. 

Both.  My  Lord  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay  but  fwear’t. 

Hor.  In  faith  my  Lord  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I my  Lord  in  faith. 

Ham . Upon  my  Sword. 

Mar.  We  have  fworn  my  Lord  already. 
i(fHam.  Indeed  upon  my  Sword,  indeed. 

£ Ghoft  cries  under  the  Stage* 

Ghoft.  Swear.  - 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  boy,  fay’ll  thou  fo?  art  thou  there  true  penny? 
Come  on,  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  Selleridge, 

Confent  tofwear. 

Hor.  Propofethe  Oath  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  feen, 

Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Ghoft . Swear. 

Ham.  Hic&  ubique , then  we’ll  fbift  our  ground  : 

Gome  hither  Gentlemen 

And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  Sword.: 

Swear  by  my  Sword, 

Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 

Ghoft.  Swear  by  his  Sword. 

Ham . Well  faid  old  Mole,  canft  thon  work  i’th  Earth  fo&ftT 
A worthy  Pioneer,  once  more  remove  good  friends 

Hor.  O day  and  night ! but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a ftranger  give  it  welcome  s 
There  are  more  things  in  Heaven  and  Earth  Horatio 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  Philofophy : But  come^ 

Here  as  before,  never, (b  help  you  mercy, 

("How  ftrange  or  odd foe’re  I bear  my  felf,) 

Ap  I perchance  hereafter  fhall. think  meet, 

To  put  an  antick  difpofition  on, 

Thu*  vou  at  Cuch  times  feeing  me,  never  (hall 
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With  Arms  encumbred  thus,  or  Head  thus  fhak’t 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  fome  doubtful  phrafe, 

^s,  well,  well,  we  know,  or  we  could  and  if  we  would. 

Or  if  we  lift  to  fpeak,  or  there  be,  or  if  they  might, 

Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 

That  you  know  ought  of  me,  this  you  muft  fwear. 

44  So  Grace  and  Mercy  «t  your  moft  need  help  you, 

Chofl . Swear. 

Ham.  Reft,  reft,  perturbed  Spirit.  So  Gentlemen 
With  all  my  love  I do  commend  me  to  you, 

And  what  fo  poor  a man  as  Hamlet  is 

May  do  t’exprefs  his  Love  and  friendfhip  to  you, 

Shall  never  fail,  let  us  go  in  together, 

And  ftill  your  Fingers  on  your  Lips,  I pray. 

The  time  is  out  of  joynt,  O curfed  fpight 
That  ever  I was  born  to  fet  it  right  1 

Nay  come,  let’s  go  together.  £ Exeuut. 
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Enter  Polonius  with  his  Man, 

44  ?ol%f~^  Ive  him  this  Money,  and  thefe  two  Notes,  Reynaldo. 
VJ  I will  my  Lord. 

44  Pol.  You  fhall  do  marvellous  wifely,  good  Reynaldo, 

44  Before  you  vifit  him  to  make  inquiry 
14  Of  his  behaviour. 

uRey,  My  Lord  I did  intend  it. 

tc  Pol . Marry  well  faid,  very  well  faid,  look  you  Sir, 

44  Enquire  me  firft  what  Dampers  are  in  Paris , 

44  And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep, 

4t  What  company,  at  what  expence : and  finding 
44  By  this  encompafment  and  drift  of  queftion. 

44  That  they  do  know  my  Son,  come  you  more  near. 
ct  Then  your  particular  demands  win  touch  it, 

44  Take  you  as'twere  fome  diftant  knowledge  of  him, 

44  As  thus,  I know  his  Father,  and  his  Friends, 

44  And  in  part  him:  Do  you  mark  this  Reynaldo  ? 
uRey.  I,  very  well  my  Lord. 

44  Pol.  And  in  part  him,  but  you  may  fay  not  well,  a 

44  But  if  it  be  he  I mean  he’s  very  wild, 

!4  Addicted  fo  and  fo,  and  there  put  on  him 

What 
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“ What  forgeries  youpieafe,  marry  none  fo  rank 
tc  As  may  difhonour  him,  tahe  heed  of  that  i 
“ But  Sir,  fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  ufual  flips 
“ As  are  companions  noted  and  molt  known 
“ To  Youth  and  Liberty. 

CiRey.  As  gaming,  rm  Lord. 

“ Pot.  I,  or  Drinking,  Fencing,  Swearing, 

“ Quarrelling,  Drabbing,  you  may  go  fo  far. 

“ Key . My  Lord,  that  would  difhonour  him. 

“Pol  Faith,  as  you  may  foafonit  in  the  charge. 

“You  muft  not  put  another  fcandal  on  him, 
a That  he  is  open  to  incontinency, 

“That’s  not  my  meaning,  but  breath  his  faults  fo  quaintly* 

“ That  they  may  feem  the  taints  of  Liberty, 

‘‘The  flafh  and  out-break  of  a fiery  mind, 

“ A favagenefs  in  unreclaimed  Blood 
“ Of  general  alfault. 

“Key.  But  my  good  Lord. 

“Pol  Wherefore  fhould  you  do  this  ? 

“Rey.  I my  Lord,  I would  know  that; 

•c  Marry  Sir,  here’s  my  drifts 
M And  I believe  it  is  a fetch  of  Wit. 

“ You  laying  thefe  flight  Lullies  on  my  Son, 

“As  ’twerea  thing  a little  foil’d  with  working, 

“ Mark  you  your  party  in  converfe,  he  you  would  found  j 
“ Having  ever  feen  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
“The  Youth  you  breath  of  guilty,  be  allur’d 
“ He  clofes  with  you  in  this  confequence » 

“ Good  Sir  forfo  ) or  Friend,  or  Gentleman, 

“ According  to  the  phrafe  or  the  addition 
“ Of  Man  and  Countrey. 

uRey.  Very  good  my  Lord, 

“ Pol. And  then  Sir  does  he  this, he  doesiWhat  was  I about  to  fay? 
“By  the  Mafs  I was  about  to  fay  fomething, 

“Where  did  I leave  ? 

“ Rey.  At  clofes  in  the  confequence. 

Pol  At  clofes  in  the  confequence , I marry, 

“He  clofes  thus,  I know  the  Gentleman, 

“ i faw  him  yefterday,  or  th’other  day, 
tl  Or  then,  or  then,  with  fuch  or  fuch,  and,  as  you  fay*, 

“ There  was  he  Gaming  there,  or  took  in’s  rowr.e, 

“There  falling  out  at  Tennis,  or  perchance 
tc  I f^w  him  enter  fuch  and  fuch  a houfe  of  fale, 

“Videlicet,  a Brothel,  or  fo  forth.  See  you  now* 
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Ci  Your  Bait  of  Falfliood  takes  this  Carp  of  Truth, 

4t  And  thus  do  we  of  Wifdom  and  of  reach, 

<c  With  windleffes,  and  with  effays  of  byas, 
tc  By  indirevfts  find  dire&ions  out : 

* “So  by  my  former  Le&ureand  Advice 
ct  Shall  you  my  Son.  You  have  me,  have  you  not? 

uRey.  My  Lord  I have. 
cw  Pol.  God  buy  ye,  Fare  ye  well. 

tc  Key.  Good  my  Lord. 

u Pol.  Obferve  his  inclination  in  your  felf. 

“Key.  I (hall  my  Lord. 

4C  Po/.  And  let  him  ply  his  Mufick, 

uRcy.  Well  my  Lord.  [ Exit  Rey.  Enter  Ophelia. 

<c  Pol.  Farewel.  How  now  Ophelia , what’s  the  matter  ? 

Oph . O my  Lord  my  Lord,  I have  been  fo  affrighted. 

Pol.  With  what? 

Oph.  My  Lord,  as  I Was  reading  in  niy  Cloffet, 

Prince  Hamlet  with  his  Doublet  all  unbrac’d, 

No  Hat  upon  his  Head,  his  Stockings  loofe, 

4CUngartred,  and  down  gyved  to  his  Ankle, 

Pale  as  his  Shirt,  his  Knees  knocking  each  other, 

And  with  a look  fo  piteous 
As  if  he  had  been  fent  from  Hell 
To  fpeak  of  horrors,  he  comes  before  me. 

Pol,  Mad  for  thy  Love  ? 

Oph.  My  Lord  I do  not  know, 

But  truly  I do  fear  it. 

Pol.  Whatfaid  he? 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrifi  and  held  me  hard, 

Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  Arm, 

And  with  his  other  Hand  thus  o’re  his  Brow 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  Face 
As  he  would  draw  it:  long  (laid  he  fo. 

At  lafi,  a little  fhakingof  mine  Arm, 

And  thrice  his  Head  thus  waving  up  and  down, 

He  raifed  a figh  fo  piteous  and  profound 
As  it  did  feem  to  fhatter  all  his  bulk, 

And  end  his  Being  : That  done  he  lets  me  go. 

And  with  his  Head  over  his  Shoulders  turn’d 
He  feem’d  to  find  his  way  without  his  Eyes} 

For  out  of  doors  he  went  without  their  helps. 

And  to  the  lafi:  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me,  I will  go  feek  the  King, 

This  is  the  very  extafie  of  Love, 
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4 VVhofc  violent  property  foregoes  it  felf, 
c And  leads  the  Will  to  defperate  undertakings, 

4 As  oft  as  any  palfion  under  heaven 
4 That  does  afflict  our  natures  : I am  forry  j 
What  ? have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 

Opb.  No  my  good  Lord,  but  as  you  did  command, 

I did  repel  his  letters,  and  deny’d 
His  accefs  to  me. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad  : 

4 I am  forry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
c I had  not  coated  him  •»  I fear’d  he  did  but  trifle, 

4 And  meant  to  wrack  thee,  but  befhrew  my  jealoufie , 

1 By  heaven  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
4 To  call  beyond  our  felves  in  our  opinions, 

4 As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 
4 To  lack  diferetion : ” Come,  go  with  me  to  the  King, 

This  mud  be  known,  which  being  kept  clofe  might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 

Come.  [ Exeun ?... 

Flouriflo.  Enter  King,  Qjeen,  Rofencraus  and  Guildcnllern. 

King.  Welcome  good  Rofencraus  and  Cteildenftern^ 

Befides,  that  we  did  long  to  fee  you, 

The  need  we  have  to  ufe  you  did  provoke 
Our  hafty  fending  Something  you  have  heard 
Of  Hamlet* f transformation,  (b  call  it , 

Sith  nor  th’exterior,  nor  the  inward  man 
RefembJes  that  it  was : what  it  (hould  be 
More  than  his  fathers  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  underftanding  of  himfelf 
I cannot  dream  of:  I entreat  you  both. 

That  being  of  fo  young  days  brought  up  with  him, 

4 And  (ith  fo  neighbourhood  to  his  youth  and  haviour. 

That  you  vouchfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  Court 
Some  little  time,  fo  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleafures,  and  to  gather 
So  much  as  from  occafton  you  may  glean, 

Whether  ought  to  us  unknown  affli&s  him  thus. 

That  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen.  Good  Gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talkt  of  you, 
Andfurelam,  two  men  there  are  not  living 
To  whom  he  more  adheres  *,  if  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  (hew  us  fo  much  gentlenefs  and  good  will. 

As  to  employ  your  time  with  us  a while 
fdi  the  fupply  a«d  profit  of  our  hope, 
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Your  visitation  Shall  receive  fuch  thanks 
As  fits  a Kings  remembrance. 

KeJ  Both  your  Majefiies 
Might  by  the  Soveraign  power  you  have  over  us 
Put  your  dread  pleafures  more  into  command 
Than  to  intreaty. 

Guil.  But  we  both  obey. 

And  here  give  up  our  Selves  in  the  full  bent 
To  lay  our  fervice  freely  at  your  feet. 

King,  Thanks  Rofencraus,  and  gentle  Guild enjl'errt. 

“ Qjeert.  Thanks  Guildenftern,  and  gentle  Kofencraus. 

And  I befeech  you  infiantly  to  vifit 
My  too  much  changed  fon  : go  fome  of  you 
And  bring  thefe  Gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heavens  make  our  prefence  and  our  practices 
Plcafant  and  helpful  to  him. 

Queen.  Amen.  [Exeunt  Rof.  and  Guil. 

Enter  Polonius. 

4 Pol,  Th’EmbafTadors  from  Norway , my  good  Lord, 

‘Ate  joyfully  return’d. 

4 King.  Thou  ftill  hafrbcen  the  father  of  good  news. 

4 Pol.  Have  I my  Lord  ? I affure  my  good  Liege 
4 1 hold  my  duty  as  I hold  my  foul,. 

‘ Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  King 
c And  ” I do  think,  or  elfe  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trial  of  policy  fo  fure 
As  it  has  us'd  to  do,  that  I have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King,  O fpeak  of  that,  that  I do  long  to  hear. 

, Pol,  Give  firfi  admittance  to  the  Embaftadors. 

4 My  news  (hall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feaft. 

King.  Thy  felf  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 

4 He  tells  me,  my  dear  Gertrud , he  hath  found 
4 The  head  and  fource  of  all  your  fons  difiemper. 

c Queen.  I doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main, 

4 His  fathers  death,  and  our  hafty  marriage. 

Enter  Embajfadors. 

c King.  Well,  we  (hall  fift  him  ; welcome  my  good  friends: 

4 Say  Voltemand\  what  from  our  brother  Norway  > 

4 V ol , Moft  fair  return  of  greetings  and  defires : 

4 Upon  our  firfi:  he  fent  out  to  fupprefs 
4 His  Nephews  levies,  which  to  him  appear’d 
4 To  be  a preparation  ’gain ft  the  Pollac^ 

4 But  better  lookt  into,  he  truly  found 

4 It 
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4 It  was  againft  vour  Highnefs  whereat  griev’d 
4 Thatfo  his  ficknefs,  age  and  impotence 
4 Wasfalfly  born  in  hand,  fends  out  arrefts 
c On  Fortinbrafs,  which  he  in  brief  obeys, 

4 Receives  rebjake  from  Norway,  and  in  fine, 
c Makes  vow  before  his  Uncle  nevermore 
c To  give  th’ allay  of  Arms  againft  yourMajefty  : 

4 Whereon  old  Norway  overcome  with  joy 
4 Gives  him  threefcorethoufand  Crowns  in  annual  fee, 

4 And  hisCommiflion,  to  employ  thofe  Souldiers 
4 So  levied  as  before,  againft  the  Pollack 
4 Writh  an  entreaty  herein  further  ftiown, 

4 That  it  mighf  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  pa^s 
4 Through  your  Dominions  for  this  enterprize 
4 On  fuch  regards  of  fafety  and  allowance 
As  herein  are  fet  down. 

4 King.  It  likes  us  well, 

4 And  at  our  more  confidered  time  we’ll  read, 

4 Anfwer,  and  think  upon  this  bufinefs: 

4 Meantime  we  thank  you  for  your  well  took  labor, 

4 Go  to  your  reft,  at-  night  wee’l  feaft  together  : 

4 Moft  welcome  home.  [Exeunt  Embajfadon. 

4 Pol.  This  bufinefs  is  well  ended. 

My  Liege  and  Madam,  to  expostulate 
What  Majefty  ftiould  be,  what  duty  is, 

Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time. 

Were  nothing  but  to  wafte  night,  day,  and  time  > 

Therefore  brevity  is  the  foul  of  wit. 

And  tedioufnefs  the  limbs  and  outward  flourilhes  : 

I will  be  brief : your  noble  fon  is  mad. 

Mad  call  I it  ? for  to  define  true  madnefs. 

What  is’t  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad 
But  let  that  go. 

Jjjtueen.  More  matter  with  lefs  art. 

Pol . Madam,  I fwear  I ufe  no  art  at  all. 

That  he’s  mad,  7tis  true, ’tis  true, ’tis  pity, 

And  pity  ’tis ’tis  true,  a foolilh  figure, 

Butfarewel  it,  for  I will  ufe  no  art : 

Mad  let  us  grant  him  then,  and  now  remains 
That  we  find  out  the  caufeof  this  eftetft, 

Or  rather  fay  the  caufe  of  this  defeeft. 

For  this  effed defective  comes  by  caufe : 

TJjus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 

Confider. 

E 2 I have 
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I have  a daughter,  have  while  (he  is  mine. 

Who  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark. 

Hath  given  me  this  > now  gather  and  furmife.  [Read/. 

To  the  Celefiial  and  my  fonts  Idol,  the  mofi  beautified  Ophelia. 

1 bat's  art  illphrafe , a vile  phrafe  *,  beautified  is  a vile  phrafe ; but  you 
fball  bear,  thus  in  her  excellent  white  bofom , Thefe , &c. 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her? 

Pol.  Good  Madam  flay  awhile,  I will  be  faithful. 

Doubt  tbou  the  Stars  are  fire.  Letter • 

Doubt  that  the  Sun  doth  move , 

Doubt  truth  to  be  a lyar , 

But  never  doubt  I love • 

0 dear  Ophelia,  I am  ill  at  thefe  numbers , J net  art  to  reckpn 
my  groans  -,  but  that  I love  tbee'befi,  0 mofi  befi  believe  it : adieu. 
Thine  evermore,  mofi  dear  Lady , wbilfi  this  machine  is  to  him , 

Hamlet. 

Pol,  This  in  obedience  hath  my  daughter  (hewn  me, 

And  more  concerning  his  follicitings, 

As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 

41  All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  (he  receiv’d  his  love  ? 

Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me? 

King.  As  of  a man  faithful  and  honourable. 

Pol.  I would  fain  prove  fo , but  what  might  you  think 
4 When  I had  feen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing  ? 

( As  I perceiv’d  it  (I  muft  tell  you  that) 

* Before  my  daughter  told  me  > what  might  you 
Or  my  dear  Majefty  your  Queen  here  think. 

If  I had  plaid  the  Desk,  or  Table-book, 

1 Or  given  my  heart  a winking,  mute  and  dumb, 

Or  lookt  upon  this  love  with  idle  fight. 

What  might  you  think  ? no,  I went  round  to  work. 

And  my  young  Miftrefs  thus  I charg’d : 

Lord  Hamlet  is  a Prince  above  thy  fphere. 

This  muft  not  be : and  then  I precepts  gave  her. 

That  (he  fhould  lock  her  fdf  from  his  refort, 

Admit  no  meflengers,  receive  no  tokens. 

Which  done,  (he  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice  > 

And  he  repell’d,  a fhort  tale  to  make, 

Fell  into  a fadnefs,  then  into  a faft, 

* Thence  to  a watch,  then  into  a weaknefs. 

Thence  toa  lightnefs,  and  by  this  deelenfion 
Into  the  madnefs  wherein  he  now  raves^ 

And  all  we  mourn  for. 

King. 
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King*  Do  you  think  ’tis  this  ? 

§hteen.  It  may  be  very  likely. 

Fol  Hath  there  been  fuch  a time,  I would  fain  know  that, 
That  I have  politively  faid,  ’tis  fo, 

When  itprov’d  other  wife  ? 

King . Not  that  I know. 

Pol . Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  other  wife, 

If  circumftances  lead  me,  I will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King . How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 

Pol . Sometimes  he  walks  four  hours  together 
Here  in  the  Lobby. 

§h*een.  So  he  does  indeed, 

Pol.  At  fuch  a time  I’ll  loofe  my  daughter  to  him. 

Be  you  and  I behind  the  Arras  then, 

Mark  the  encounter  if  he  love  her  not. 

And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fal’n  thereon. 

Let  me  be  no  afliftantfor  a State, 

But  keep  a Farm  and  Carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it.  [Enter  Hamlet. 

gueen.  But  look  where  fadly  the  poor  wretch  comes  reading. 

Pol . Away,  I do  befeeeh  you  both  away,  King  and  §>tteen. 

I’ll  board  him  prefently.  Oh  give  me  leave. 

4 How  does  my  good  Lord  Hamlet  ? 

LHam  Excellent  well. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  Lord  ? 

4 Ham • Excellent  well,  you  are  a Fiihmonger. 

Pol . Not  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham . Then  I would  you  were  fo  honeft  a man, 

Pol.  Honeft,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham . I Sir,  to  be  honeft,as  this  World  goes. 

Is  to  be  one  man  pickt  out  of  ten  thoufand* 

Pol . That’s  very  true,  my  Lord. 

Ham . For  if  the  Sun  breed  maggots  in  a dead  dog,  being  a good 
kiffing  carrion.  Have  you  a daughter? 

Pol.  I have  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i’th’  Sun,  conception  is  a blefling. 

But  as  your  daughter  may  conceive.  Friend,  look  to  it. 

Pol.  How  fay  you  by  that  ? Hill  harping  on  my  Daughter,  yet  he 
knew  me  not  at  the  firft  but  faid  I was  ahfh-monger,he  is  far  gone>& 
truly  in  my  youth  I fuffered  much  extremity  for  love, very  near  this : 
I’le  fjjtak  to  him  again.  W hat  do  you  read  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

E 3 Pol.  What 
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Pol '.  What  is  the  matter,  my  Lord*? 

Ham.  Between  who  ? 

Pol.  I mean  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Slanders  Sir  *,  for  the  Saty rical  Rogue  fays  here,  that  old 
men  have  gray  beards,  that  their  faces  are  wrinkled,  their  eyes  pur- 
ging thick  Amber,  and  Plum-tree  Gum,  and  that  they  havea  plen- 
tifu  lack  of  wit,  together  with  moft  weak  hams  all  which  Sir, 
though  I moft  powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  i hold  it  not  ho- 
nefty  to  have  it  thus  fet  down,  for  your  felf  Sir  fhall  grow  old,  as 
I am,  if  like  a crab  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there  is  method  in’t  : will  you 
walkout  of  the  air,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Into  my  Grave? 

Pol,  Indeed  that’s  out  of  the  air?  how  pregnant  fometimes  his 
replysare!  a happinefs  that  often  madnefs  hits  on,  which  ct  reafon 
“ and  fan&ity  could  not  fo  happily  be  delivered  of.  ” I will  leave 
him  and  my  daughter.  My  Lord,  I will  take  my  leave  of  you, 

Him,  You  cannot  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I will  not  more 
willingly  part  withal,  except  my  life,  except  my  life,  except  my  life. 

Enter  Guildenftern  and  Rofencraus. 

PoL  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 

Him.  Thefe  tedious  old  fools. 

P-ol • , You  go  to  feek  the  Lord  Hamlet 4 there  he  is. 

Rof  Save  you  Sir. 

Cuil.  My  honored  Lord. 

Rof  My  moft  dear  Lord. 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  Friends,  how  doft  thou  Guild  en fern  > 
Ah  Rofencraus , good  lads,  how  do  you  both  ? 

L Rof  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  Earth. 
c GhU.  Happy  in  that  we  are  not  ever  happy  on  Fortunes  c.ap, 
u We  are  not  the  very  button. 
c Ham.  Nor  the  foies  of  her  fhooe. 
c Rof  Neither,' ‘my  Lord. 

c Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  wafte,  or  in  the  middle  of  her 
c Ghtl.  Faith  her  privates  we.  (favors. 

c Ham.  In  the  fecret  parts  of  fortune, oh  moft  true,  (he  is  a fttum* 

1 pet  53  What  news? 

Rof  None  my  Lord,  but  the  Worlds  grown  honeft. 

Him.  Then  is  Doomf-day  near : fure  your  news  is  not  true. 

But  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendfhip,  what  make  you  at  Elfenour  / 
K^  'Tovftit  you,  ifjy  Lord,  no  other  occafion.  , • 

Thni.  B(%gar  that  1 am,  I am  even  poor  in  thanks,  but  I thank 
you/'  and  fure,  dear  Friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear  a half  peny 
were  you  not  Cent  for  ? is  it  your  own  inclining?  is  it  a free  vififa- 

tion  f 
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tion  } come,  come,  deal  juftly  with  me,  come,  come,  nay  fpeak. 
GmU.  Wjiat  fhouldwe  fay,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Any  thing,  but  to  th^purpofe'you  were  Tent  for,and  there 
is  a kind  of  confeftion  in  \ our  looks,  which  your  modefties  have 
nor  craft  enough  to  colour : I know  the  good  King  and  Queen  have 
fent  for  you. 

Kof.  To  what  end,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  muft  teach  me : but  let  me  conjure  you  by  the 
rights  of  our  fellowfhips,  by  the  confonancy  of  our  youth,  by  the 
obligation  of  our  ever  preferred  love,  and  by  \Vhat  more  dear  a 
better  propofer  can  charge  you  withal,  be  even  and  direeft  with  me 
whether  you  were  fent  for  or  no. 

Kof.  What  fay  you  ? 

Ham  Nay  then  I have  an  eye  of  you,ifyou  love  me  hold  not  off. 
Guil.  My  Lord,  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham.  I will  tell  you  why,  fo  (hall  my  anticipation  prevent  your 
difeovery,  and  your  fecrefie  to  the  King  and  Queen  moult  no  fea- 
ther : Ihaveoflate,  but  wherefore  I know  not,  loft  all  my  mirth, 
forgone  all  cuftom  of  Exercifes  *,  “and  indeed,  it  goes  fo  heavily 
4C  with  my  difpofition,  ” that  this  goodly  frame  the  Earth  feems  to 
me  a fteril  promontory  i this  moft  excellent  canopy  the  Air,  look 
you,  this  brave  ore-hanged  Firmament,  this  majeftical  Roof  fretted 
with  golden  fire,  why  it  appeareth  nothing  to  me  but  a foul  and  pe- 
ftilent  Congregation  of  vapors. Whata  piece  ofWbrk  is  man ! how 
noble  inreafon  ! how  infinite  in  faculties!  in  form  and  moving  how 
exprefs  and  admirable  ! in  aeftion  how  like  an  angel ! in  apprehenfi- 
on,  the  beauty  of  the  World,  the  paragon  of  Aninrals,  andyet  to 
me  what  is  this  quinteifence  of  duft  ? man  delights  not  me,  nor 
woman  neither,  though  by  your  fmiling  you  ftem  to  fay  fo. 

Kof.  My  Lord,  there  was  nofuch  fluff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  ye  laugh  then,  when  I faid, man  delights  not  me.? 
Kof.  To  think,  my  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what  Lenten 
entertainment  the  Players  (hall  receive  from  you,  we  met  them  on 
the  way,  and  hither  are  they  coming  to  offer  you  fervice. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  King  (hall  be  welcome,  his  Majefty  fhall 
have  tribute  of  me,  the  adventurous  Knight  fhall  ufe  his  foil  and 
target,  the  Lover  (hall  not  figh the  humorous  man  fhall  end 
Lis  part  in  peafe,  and  the  Lady  (hall  fay  her  mind' freely  of  the 
blank  Verfe  fhall  halt  for’t.  What  Players  are  they  ? 

Kof.  E ven  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  fuch  delight  in,  the  Tra- 
gedians of  the  City. 

Ham . How  chances  it  they  travel  > their  residence  both  in  repu- 
tation and  profit  was  better  both  ways*. 

. , . • 1 L ♦ •'  -T1  i for  ’ a 
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Rof.  1 think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the  late  inno- 
vation. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  fame  eftimatioa  they  did  when  I was  in 
the  City  ? are  they  fo  followed  ? 

Kof.  No  indeed  they  are  not. 

Ham.  It  is  not  very  ftrange  •,  for  my  llncle  is  King  of  Denmark, 
and  thofe  that  would  make  mouths  at  him  while  my  father  lived* 
give  twenty,  forty,  fifty,  a hundred  duckets  a piece  for  his  Pi&ure 
in  little  : there  is  fomething  in  this  more  than  natural,  if  Philofophy 
could  find  it  out.  [A  Fleur/fb. 

Guil.  Shall  we  call  the  Players  ? 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfenour , your  hands : 
come  then,  th5  appurtenance  of  welcome  isFafhionand  Ceremony, 
let  me  comply  with  you  in  this  garb,  “ left  my  extent  to  the  Players, 
c which  I tell  you  mull  fhew  fairly  outwards,  ftiould  more  appear 
1 like  entertainment  than  yours  > you  are  welcome:  ” but  my  Un- 
cle-father, and  Aunt-mother  are  deceived. 

Guil.  In  what,  my  dear  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I am  but  mad  North-North-weft,  when  the  wind  is  Sou- 
therly I know  a hawk  from  a hand  faw.  [Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  Well  be  with  you  Gentlemen. 

Ham.  Hark  you  Guiidenjlerny  and  you  too,  at  each  ear  a hearer, 
that  great  baby  as  you  fee  is  not  yet  out  of  his  fwadling-  clouts. 

Rof.  Happily  he  is  the  fecond  time  come  to  them,  tor  they  fay  an 
old  man  is  twice  a child 

Ham.  I will  prophefie  that  hexomesto  tell  me  of  the  Players, 
mark  it : You  fay  right  Sir,  a Monday  morning  5cwas  then  indeed. 

PoL  My  Lord,  I have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  Lord  I have  news  to  tell  you:  when  Roflius  was  an 
Actor  in  Rome . 

PoL  The  Aftors  are  come  hither  my  Lord. 

Ham . Buz,  buz. 

Pol.  Upon  mine  honour. 

Ham.  Then  came  each  Acftor  on  his  Afs. 

Pol.  Thebeft  A&ors  in  the  world,  either  for  Tragedy,  Comedy, 
Hiftory,Paftoral,Paftoral* Comical,  Hiftorical-Paftoral  Scene, indivi- 
d able,  or  Poem  unlimited : Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautus 
too  light  for  the  law  of  wit  and  the  liberty  > thefe  are  the  only  men. 

Ham.  O Jeptba  Judge  of  Ifrael,  what  a treafure  hadft  thou  ? 

Pol . What  a treafure  had  he  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Why  one  fair  daughter  and  no  more,  the  which  he  loved 
failing  well. 

Pol.  Still  on  my  daughter. 

Ham.  Am  I not  i’th’ right  old  Jeptba  ? 

PoL  What 
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Pol . What  follows  then  my  Lord  ? 

u Ham.  Why  as  by  lot  God  wot,  and  then  you  know  it  came  to 
“pafs,  as  mott  like  it  was:  “the  rirft  row  of  the  Rubrick  will 
(hew  you  more,  for  look  where  my  abridgement  comes. 

Enter  Flayers. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome  Matters,  welcome  all^ <c  I am  glad  to  fee 
“ thee  well, welcome  good  friends:, „ Oh  old  friends ! why  thy  face 
is  valanc’d  lince  I faw  thee  latt,  com’tt  thou  to  beard  me  in  Den- 
mark^? What  my  young  Lady  and  Mittrifs ! my  Lady  your  Ladyttiip 
is  nearer  to  Heaven  than  when  I faw  you  latt  by  the  altitude  of  a 
Chopine,  I wittiyour  voice,  like  apiece  of  uncurrant  Gold,  be  not 
crackt  within  the  ring : Matters  you  are  alfwelcome,  weT  e’ne  to’t 
like  friendly  Faulkeners,fly  at  any  thing  we  fee,  we’ll  have  a fpecch 
ttrait,  come  give  us  a tatte  of  your  quality  , come  a palfionate 
Speech. 

Player . What  Speech  my  good  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I heard  thee  fpcak  me  a Speech  once,  but  it  was  never  att> 
ed,  or  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  Play  l remember  pleafed 
not  the  Million,  ’twas  acaviary  to  the  general,  u but  It  was  as  I re- 
ceived it  and  others,  whofe  judgments  in  fuch  matters  cried  in 
“ the  top  of  mine,  an  excellent  Play,  well  digetted  in  the  Scenes  fet 
u down  with  as  much  modetty  as  cunning.  I remember  one  (aid 
tc  there  were  no  Sallets  in  the  lines  to  make. the  matter  favoury,  nor 
Cl  no  matter  in  the  phrafe  that  might  indite  the  Aiathor  of  affection, 
<cbut  call’d  it  an  honett  method, as  wholfomeas  fweet, and  by  very 
“ much  more  handfome  than  line  > ,,  one  Speech  in’t  I chiefly  loved, 
’twas^E>7fj/  talkc  to  Dielo, and  thereabout  of  it  efpecially  when  he 
fpeaks  of  Priamus  ilaughter,  if  it  live  in  your  memory  begin  at  this 
line,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  the  rugged  Pyrrhus  like  th’Hircanian 
Beatt,  ’tisnot  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus , The  rugged  Pyrrhus , he 
whofe  fable  Arms, 

Black  as  his  purpefe  did  the  night  refemble, 

“ When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horfe,  • 

“ Hath  now  his  dread  and  black  complexion  fmear’d 

With  Heraldry  moredifmal  head  to  foot  : 

Now  is  he  total  Gules,  horridly  trickt 
c With  Blood  of  Fathers,  Mothers,  Daughters,  Sons, 

“ Bak  d and  embatted  with  the  parching  flreets, 
tc  That  lend  a tyrannous  and  a damned  light 
“ To  their  Lords  murder,  roatted  in  Wrath  and  Fire, 

“And  thus  o’,  e-cifed  with  coagulate  gore, 
tlWith  Ryes  like  CarbuHks,  the  hcllith  Pyrrhus 
u Old  Grandlire  Priam  fecks , fo  proceed  you. 

<• 

Pol 


F 
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■ Pol.  My  Lord, well  fpoken,with  good  accent  and  good  difcretion. 
So  proceed. 

Play.  Anon  he  finds  him 
Striking  too  fhort  at  Greekj,  his  antick  fword 
Rebellious  to  his  Arm,  lies  where  it  falls. 

Repugnant  to  Command  i unequal  matcht, 

Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives,  in  rage  flrikes  wide, 

But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  Sword, 

TV  unnerved  Father  falls. 

4t  Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 
c Stoops  to  his  Bate,  and  with  a hideous  crafh 
iL  Takes  prifoner  Pyrrhus  Ear:  for  loe  his  Sword, 
u Which  was  declining  .on  the  milky  head 
tc  Of  reverend  Priam  feem'd  i’th’  Air  to  flick, 
ct  So  as  a painted  Tyrant  Pyrrhus  flood, 
iL  Like  a neutral  to  his  Will  and  Matter, 
u Did  nothing  : 

But  as  we  often  fee  againft  fome  florm, 

A filence  in  the  Heavens,  the  Racks  fland  flill, 

The  bold  Wind  fpeechlefs,  and  the  Orb  below 
As  hufhas  death,  anon  the  dreadful  Thunder 
Doth  rend  the  region : So  after  Pyrrhus  paufe, 

A rouzed  Vengeance  fets  him  newawork. 

And  never  did  the  Cyclops  hammers  fall. 

On  Mars  his  Armour,  forg’d  for  proof  Etern, 

With  lefs  remorfe  than  Pyrrhus  bleeding  Sword 
Now  falls  on  Priam. 

Out,  out,  thou  firumpet ! w all  you  gods 
ic  In  general  Synod  takeaway  her  power, 
tc  Break  all  the  fpokes  and  felloes  from  her  wheel, 

4<  And  bowl  the  round  Nave  down  the  hill  of  Heaven, 

44  As  low  as  to  the  Fiends. 

Pol.  Thitis  too  long. 

Ham.  It  (hall  to  the  Barbers  with  your  Beard:  prethee  fay  on, 
he’s  for  a Jig,  or  a Tale  of  Bawdry,  or  he  fleeps  •,  fay  on,  come  to 
Hecuba. 

Pla . But  who  alas  had  feen  the  mobled  Queen. 

Ham.  The  mobled  Queen  ! 

Tol.  That’s  good. 

Play.  Run  bare-footup  and  down,  threatning  the  flames, 

A clout  upon  that  Head 

Where  late  the  Diadem  flood,  and  for  a Robe, 

About  her  lank  and  allo’re-teamed  Loins, 

A Blanket  in  the  alarm  of  Fear  caught  up. 

Who 
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Who  this  had  feen,  with  tongue  in  venome  fteept, 

’Gainft  Fortunes  (late  would  Treafon  have  pronounc’d : 

“But  if  the.gods  themfelvesdid  fee  her  then, 

4 When  (he  faw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  fport 
c In  mincing  with  his  fword  her  husbands  limbs, 
cThe  inftant  burft  of  clamor  that  (he  made, 

1 llnlefs  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all, 

4 Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven, 

4 And  pallion  in  the  gods. 

Pol.  Look  where  he  has  not  turned  his  colour,  and  has  tears  in’s 
eyes : prethee  no  more. 

Ham.  ’Tiswell,  I’ll  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  reft  of  this  foon. 
Good  my  Lord  will  you  fee  the  Players  well  beftowed,  do  you  hear, 
let  them  be  well  ufed,  for  they  are  the  abftradf  and  brief  Chronicles 
of  the  time  > after  your  death  you  were  better  have  a bad  Epitaph* 
than  their  ill  report  while  you  live. 

Pol.  My  Lord  I will  ufe  them  according  to  their  defert. 

Ham . Much  better,  ufe  every  man  after  his  defert,  and  who  (hall 
fcape  whipping  ? ufe  them  after  your  own  honor  and  dignity,  the 
lefs  they  deferve,  the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty  : Take  them  in. 

Pol.  Come  firs. 

Ham . Follow  him  friends,  we’ll  hear  a Play  tomorrow:,  doeft 
thou  hear  me  old  friend,  can  you  play  the  murder  of  Goxzago  ? 

Play.  I my  Lord. 

Ham.  Well  have  it  to  morrow  night : you  could  for  need  ftudy 
a fpeechof  fome  dozen  lines,  which  I would  fetdown  and  infert 
in’t,  could  you  not  ? 

Pol.  I my  Lord. 

Ham.  Very  well:  follow  that  Lord,  and  look  you  mock  him  not. 
My  good  friends,  I le  leave  you  till  night,  you  are  welcome  to  E/- 
feneur.  [Exeunt  Pel.  and  Players. 

Ref.  Good  my  Lord.  [Exit* 

Ham.  I fo,  God  buy  to  you  *,  now  I am  alone. 

O what  a rogue  and  peafant  (lave  am  I ! 

Is  it  not  monftrous  that  this  Player  here 
But  in  a fidfcion,  in  a dream  of  paffion, 

Could  force  his  foul  fo  to  his  own  conceit. 

That  from  her  working  all  the  vifage  wand. 

Tears  in  his  eyes,  diftradHon  in’s  afpedf, 

A broken  voice,  and  his  whole  fun dt ion  fu ting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit,  and  all  for  nothing, 

For  Hecuba  ? 


Wh^’s  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  her, 

That  he  (hould  weep  for  her  ? what  would  he  do 

F 2 Had 
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Had  he  the  motive,  and  that  for  pailion 
That  I have?  he  would  u drown  the  Stage  with  tears,  ' 
And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  ipeech, 

Make  mad  the  guilty  and  appeal  the  free, 

Ct  Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed 
L The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears  > yeti, 
c A dull  and  muddy  metled  raskal,  peak 
c Like  Jo6«-a-dreams,  unpregnant  of  mycaufe, 

4 And  can  fay  nothing,  no  not  for  a King, 

4 Upon  whofe  property  and  moft  dear  life 

4 A damn’d  defeat  was  made  : am  I a coward  ? 

‘ Who  calls  me  villain,  breaks  my  pate  acrofs, 
c Plucks  of  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face, 

4 T wekes  me  by  th’  nofe,  gives  me  the  lye  i’th’  throat 

* As  deep  as  to  the  lungs?  who  does  me  this  • 

c Hah  s' wounds  I Ihould  take  it,  for  it  cannot  be 

But  I am  Pigeon  liver’d,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppre (Hon  bitter,  or  e^re  this 

1 fhould  have  fatted  all  the  region  Kites 

With  this  Haves  offal : ct  bloody,  bawdy  villam, 

fct  Remorflefs,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindlefs  villain. 

1 Why  what  2n  afs  am  I ? this  is  moll  brave, 

1 That  1 the  fon  of  a dear  father  murthered, 

4 Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell, 

c Mull  like  a whore  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

c And  fall  a curling  like  a very  drab,  fiallion,  lie  upon’t,  foh. 

c About  my  brains,5’  hum,  I have  heard 

That  guilty  creatures  luting  at  a Play 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene 

Been  llrook  fo  to  the  foul,  that  prefently 

They  have  proclaim’d  their  maleta&ions : 

For  murther  though  it  have  no  tongue  will  fpeak 
41  With  moft  miraculous  organ.  ” i’ll  have  thefe  Players 
Play  fomerhing  like  the  murther  of  my  father 
Before  mine  Uncle  : I’ll  obferve  his  looks5 
“ 1 11  tent  him  to  the  quick,  if  he  do  blench 
4 I know  mycourfe.”  The  Spirit  that  I havefeen. 

May  be  a Devil,  and  the  Devil  hath  power 
T’afTume  a pleafinglhape,  u yea  and  perhaps 
4<  Out  of  my  weaknefsand  my  melancholy, 

* As  he  is  very  potent  with  fuch  fpirits, 

4 Abufes  me  to  damn  me:’5  111  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  this,  the  Play’s  the  thing 
Wherein  I’ll  catch  theconfcienceof  the  King- 


[ Exit . 
ACT. 
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Act  III.  Scene  I. 


Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofencraus, 
Guildenftern,  Lords. 

King.  \ N D can  you  by  no  drift  of  conference 

Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  confufion, 

44  Grating  foharfhly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
44  With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  > 

Hof.  He  doesconfefs  he  feels  himfelf  diftra&ed, 

But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpeak. 

Gut l . Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded, 

But  with  a crafty  madneG  keeps  aloof 

<c  When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  confeflion 

4<  Of  his  true  eftate. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

Kef.  Molt  civilly. 

Gtiil.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpofitiom 

Kof.  Unapt  to  queftion  i blit  of  our  demands 
Moft  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  invite  him  to  any  paftime? 

Kof.  Madam,  It  fo  fell  out  that  certain  Players 
We  o’re-took  on  the  way  : of  thefe  we  told  him, 

And  there  did  feem  in  him  a kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it  *,  they  are  here  about  the  Court, 

And  as  I think  t,hey  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  Tis  moft  true, 

And  he  befeecht  me  to  entreat  your  Majefties 
To  hear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King . With  all  my  heart. 

And  it  doth  much  content  me, 

*To  hear  him  fo  inclin’d  : 

Good  Gentlemen  give  him  a further  edge, 

And  urge  him  to  thefe  delights. 

Kof.  We  (hall  my  Lord.  [^Exeunt  KoC  and  Gmid. 

King.  Sweet  Gertrard  leave  us  two, 

For  we  have  clofely  fent  for  Hamlet  hither, 

That  he  as  'twere  by  accident  may  meet 
Ophelia  here  •,  her  father  and  my  felf, 

Wiftfo  beftow  our  felves,  that  feeing  and  unfeen 

We 


3 0 The  l rageay  of 

We  may  of  their  encounter  judge, 
c And  gather  by  him  as  he  is  behav’d. 

If  t be  the  afflidfion  of  his  Love  or  no 
c That  thus  he  fuffers  for. 

I fhall  obey  you  : 

And  for  my  part  Ophelia  I do  wi(h 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 
Of  Hamlet's  wildnefs,  fo  (hall  I hope  your  vertues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 

To  both  your  honors. 

Opbel.  Madam,  Iwifhlmay. 

Pol,  Ophelia  walk  you  here  whil’d  we 
flf  fo  your  Majefty  (hall  pleafej  retire  conceal’d^  “read  on  this 
c That  (hew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour  (Book 

c Your  lonelinefs : we  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, 
c ’Tis  too  much  prov’d,  that  with  devotions  vifage, 

4 And  pious  action  we  do  fugar  o’re 
c The  Devil  himfelf. 

4 King.  O 'tis  too  true : 

4 How  (mart  a lafh  thatfpeech  doth  give  my  confcience  ! 

4 The  harlots  cheek  beautified  with  plaidring  art, 
c Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 

4 Than  is  my  deed  to  my  mod  painted  word  : 

O heavy  burden  ! ” [E«#er  Hamlet. 

Pol,  I hear  him  coming,  withdraw  my  Lord. 

Ham.  To  be  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  quedion, 

Whether  ’tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  fuffer 
The  flings  and  arrows  of  outragious  fortune, 

Or  to  take  arms  againfl  a Sea  of  troubles. 

And  by  oppofing  end  them  : to  die  to  deep 
No  more  i and  by  a deep  to  fay  we  end 
The  heart-ake,  and  the  thoufand  natural  (hocks 
That  flefh  is  heir  to  > 3tis  a coniummation, 

Devoutly  to  be  wifht,  to  die  to  deep, 

To  deep  perchance  to  dream,  I there’s  the  rub. 

For  in  that  deep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 

When  we  have  (huflled  off  this  mortal  coil 
Mud  give  us  paufe,  there’s  the  refpedt 
That  makes  calamity  of  folong  life: 

For  who  would  b!ar  the  whips  and  fcorns  of  time, 

Th’oppreflors  wrong,  the  proud  mans  contumely, 

The  pangs  of  defpifed  love,  and  the  laws  delay, 

The  infolence  of  office,  andthefpurns 
That  patient  merit  of  th’  unworthy  takes, 

Whes 
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Whenas  himfelf  might  his  Quietus  make 
With  a bare  Bodkin?  Who  would  fardels  bear 
To  groan  and  fweat  under  a weary  life  ? 

But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  death. 

The  undifeover’d  Countrey,  from  whofe  born 
No  Traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  Will 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  f hofe  ills  we  have, 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of. 

Thus  Confcience  does  make  Cowards, 

And  thus  the  healthful  face  of  Refolution 
Shews  fick  and  pale  with  Thought : 

And  enterprifes  of  great  pith  and  moment, 

With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry. 

And  lofe  the  name  of  action.  Soft  you  now, 

The  fair  Ophelia , Nymph  in  thy  Orizons 
Be  all  my  Sins  remembred  ? 

Ophel.  Good  my  Lord, 

How  does  your  Honour  for  this  many  a day  ? 

Ham . I humbly  thank  you,  well. 

Ophel.  My  Lord  I have  remembrances  of  yours, 

That  I have  longed  to  re-deliver, 

I pray  you  now  receive  them. 

Ham . No,  not  I,  I never  gave  you  ought. 

Ophe /.  My  honoured  Lord,  you  know  right  well  you  did. 

And  with  them  words  of  fo  fvVeet  breath  compofed 
As  made  thefe  things  more  rich : their  perfume  loft, 

Tjkethefe  again,  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 

There  my  Lord. 

Ham  Ha,  ha,  areyouhoneft? 

Ophel.  My  Lord. 

Ham.  Are  \ou  fair? 

Ophel.  What  m.eans your  Lordfliip  ? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  fair,  you  (hould  admit  no  dif- 
courfe  to  your  beauty. 

ophel  Could  Beauty,  my  Lord  have  better  commerce 
Than  with  Honefty  ? 

Ham.  I truly,  for  the  power  of  Beauty  will  fooner  transform  ho- 
hefty  from  what  it  is  to  a Bawd,  than  the  force  of  honefty  can  tran- 
flate  Beauty  to  his  likenefs : this  was  fometime  a Paradox,  but  now 
the  time  gives  it  proof.  I did  love  you  once, 

Ophel.  Indeed  my  Lord  you  made  me  believe  fo. 

Ham.  You  fhould  not  have  believed  me,  for  Virtue  cannot  fo 
evacuate  our  old  ftock  but  we  (hall  relifh  of  it ; 1 loved  you  not. 
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Opbel.  I was  the  more  deceived.  r 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a Nunnery,  why  wouldeft  thou  be  a breeder 
of  tinners  ? I am  my  felf  indifferent  honeft,  but  yet  Icouldaccufe 
me  of  fuch  things, that  it  were  better  my  Mother  had  not  born  me  : 

I am  very  proud-,  revengeful,  ambitious,  with  more  offences  at  my 
beck  than  I have  thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to  give  them 
(hape,or  time  to  adt  them  in  : What  fhould  fuch  fellows  as  I do 
crawling  between  Earth  and  Heaven^  we  are  arrant  knaves,fcelieve 
none  of  us,  go  thy  ways  to  a Nunnery  ? Where’s  your.Father  ? 

Opbel,  At  home  my  Lord. 

Ham . Let  the  doors  be  (hut  upon  him, 

That  he  may  play  the  fool  no  where  but  in’s  own  houfe  : 

Farewel. 

Opbel.  O help  him  you  fweet  heavens. 

Ham.  If  thou  dolt  Marry, I’ll  give  thee  this  plague  for  thy  Dow- 
ry, be  thou  as  chalte  as  Ice,  as  pure  as  Snow,  thou  (halt  not  elcape 
calumny,  get  thee  to  a Nunnery,  farewel.  Or  if  thou  wilt  needs  Mar- 
ry, Marry  a fool,for  wife  men  know  well  enough  what  monfters  you 
make  of  them  : to  a Nunnery  go,  and  quickly  too,  farewel. 

Opbel.  Heavenly  powers  reftorehim. 

Ham . I have  heard  of  your  paintings  well  enough  : Nature  hath 
given  you  one  Face,  and  you  make  your  ftlves  another, you  jig  and 
amble,  and  you  lifp,  you  nick-name  Heavens  creatures,  and  make 
your  wantonnefs  your  ignorance  *>  go  to,  I’ll  no  more  on’t,  it  hath 
made  me  mad : I fay  we  w.ll  havemo  more  Marriages,  thofe  that 
are  married  already  all  but  one  (hall  live,  the  reft  (hall  keep  as  they 
are  : to  a Nunnery  go.  [ Exit. 

Opbel.  O what  a noble  mind  is  here  o’rethrown  ! 

The  Courtiers,  Souldiers,  Scholars,  Eye,  Tongue,  Sword, 

Th’  expedlarion  and  Rofeof  the  fair  ftate, 

The  Glafs  of  Fafhion,  and  the  Mould  of  Form, 

Th’obferv’d  of  all  obfervers,  quite,  quite  down, 

And  I of  Ladies  moft  dejedl  and  wretched, 

That  fuckt  the  Honey  of  his  Mufick  vows  j 
Now  fee  that  Nobleandmoft  Sovereign  Reafon 
Like  fweet  Bells  jangled  out  of  tune  and  har(h, 

That  un match t form  and  ftature  of  blown  youth 
Blafted  withextalie,  O woe  is  me 

T’have  feen  what  I have  feen,  f:e  what  I fee!  [Exit. 

Enter  King  and  Polonius. 

King.  Love!  his  Aifedfions  o not  that  way  tend, 

For  what  he  fpake,  though  it  lack  Form  a little, 

Was  not  like  madnefs,  there’s  fomething  in  his  Soul 
O re  which  his  melancholy  iits  on  brood, 

And 
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And  I doubt  the  hatch  and  the  difclofe 
Will  be  Tome  danger , which  to  prevent 
1 have  in  quick  determination 
Thus  let  down : he  fhall  with  fpeed  to  England, 

For  the  demand  of  our  neglcdted  tribute  : 

Haply  the  Seas  and  Countries  different, 

With  variable  objefts  fhall  expel 

This  form  thing  fetled  matter  in  his  heart, 

Whereon  his  brains  (till  beating, 

Puts  him  thus  from  fafhion  of  himfelf. 

W'hat  think  )ou  on’t  ? 

Pol . It  lhall  do  well : 

But  yet  I do  believe  the  origin  and  commencement  of ’it 
Sprung  from  ncgleftcd  love:  how  now  Ophelia} 

You  need  net  fell  us  what  Lord  Hamlet  fa  id, 

We  heard  it  all:  my  I ord  do  as  you  pleafe. 

But  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  Play  # 

Let  his  Q’leeii-mother  a-'  alone  intreat  h'm 
To  llv  w ills  g i f •,  “ let  her  be  round  with  him,  ” 

And  i’ll  be  plac’d  (fo  pleafe  you)  in  the  ear  * 

Of  all  their  confeit  rice  : if  file  find  him  not,* 

To  England  fi  nd  him,  or  confiee  where 
Your  wifi  cm  befl  fhall  think. 

King.  It  11. all  be  fo, 

Madnefs  in  great  ones  muff  not  unwatcht  go.  [j Exetwti 

Enter  Hamlet  an  * three  of  the  Players. 

C(m  Ham.  Speak  the  fpcech  I pray  you  as  I pronounc’d  it  to  you 
<c  fmoothly  from  the  tongue  ; but  if  you  mouth  it,  as  many  of  our 
u Players  do,  1 had  as  lieve  the  Town-ci  ier  hpoke  my  lines : nor 
u do  not  faw  the  Aii  too  much  with  your  hand,thu$,but  ufe  all  gent- 
u lyj  for  in  the  very  torrent  tempeff,and,as  1 may  fay, whirlwind 
ctof  your  pafllon,  you  muft  acquire  and  beget  a temperance  that 
w maygive  it  fmoothnefs : O it  offends  me  to  the  foul  to  hear  a ro- 
u buftous  Periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a pafllon  to  very  rags,  to  fplit 
14  the  ears  of  the  ground-lings,  who  for  the  moft  part  are  capable 
lc  of  nothing  but  inexplicable  dumb  fhews  and  noife  : I would  have 
u fuch  a fellow  whipt  for  o’re-doing  Termagant , it  out -Herods 
Herod,  pray  you  avoid  it. 
ct  Pla.  I warrant  your  honour. 

ct  Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither, but  let  your  .own  diferetion  be 
w your  tutor  ^ fuit  the  action  to  the  word,the  word  to  the  aftion, 
w with  this  fpecial  obfervance,that  you  o’re-ftep  not  the  modefty 
ct  of  Nature : for  any  thing  foo’re  done  is  from  the  purpofe  of  Play- 
^ing,whofe  end  bothat  firft,and  now, was, and  is, to  hold  as’twere 
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the  mirror  up  to  nature,  to  (hew  vertue  her  feature,  fcorn  her 
own  image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time  his  form  and 
4i  preilure  : now  this  over-done,  or  come  tardy  of,  tho’  it  makes 
the  unskilful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious  grieve  ; the 
“ cenfure  of  which  one  mult, in  your  allowance, o’r-weigh  a whole 
“ Theatre  of  others.  O there  be  Players  that  I have  feen  play,  and 
u heard  others  praife,  and  that  highly,  not  to  fpeak  it  profanely,, 
‘'that  neither  having  the  accent  of  Chriftians,  nor  the  gate  of 
“ Chriftian,  Pagan,  nor  man,  have  fo  ftrutted  and  bellowed,  that 
“ I have  thought  fome  of  Natures  Journey-men  had  made  men, 
and  not  made  them  well, they  imitated  humanity  fo  abominably, 

“ Play.  1 hope  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently  with  us. 
“Ham.  O reform  it  altogether,  and  let  thole  that  play  your 
u Clowns  fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  for  them,  for  there  be 
“ of  them  that  will  themfelves  laugh,  to  fet  on  fome  quantity  of 
ct  barren  Spectators  to  laugh  too,  though  in  the  mean  time  fome 
a neceffary  Queftion  of  the  Play  be  then  to  be  confidered  : that’s 
“villanous,  and  fhews  a molt  pitiful  ambition  in  the  Fool  that 
‘‘ufesit^go,  make  you  ready.  ”How  now,  my  Lord?' will, 
the  Kin^hear  this  piece  of  work  ? 

Enter  Polonhis,  Guildenflern,  W Rofencraus. 

Tol,  And  the  Queen  too,  and  that  prefently.  (them  ? 

Ham.  Bid  the  Players  make  hafte.  Will  you  two  help  to  haften 
Rof.  I,  my  Lord.  [ Exeunt  thofe  two. 

Ham.  What  ho,  Horatio  f [ Enter  Horatio, 

Horat . Here  my  Lord,  at  yourfervice. 

Ham.  Horatio , thou  art  e’en  as  juft  a man 
As  e’r  my  converfation  met  withal. 

Horat.  O my  dear  Lord  ! ' 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I flatter, 

For  what  advancement  may  I hope  from  thee. 

That  haft  no  revenue  but  thy  good  fpirits 

To  feed  and  clothe  thee?  Why  (hould  the  poor  be  flattered? 

u No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  abfurd  pomp, 

“ And  crook  the  pregnant  Hinges  of  the  Knee, 

“ Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning,  doeft  thou  hear  ? • 

Since  my  dear  Soul  was  Miftrefs  of  her  choice, 

And  could  of  men  diftinguifh  her  Eledion, 

Sh’  ath  feal’d  thee  for  her  felf : for  thou  haft  been 
As  one  in  fuffering  all  that  fuffers  nothing  *, 

<c  A man  that  fortunes  buffets  and  rewards 
“ Haft  ta’n  with  equal  thanks : and  bleft  are  thofe 
:t  Whofe  blood  and  judgment  are  fo  well  commedled  ( 

“ That  they  are  not  a pipe  for  fortunes  finger. 
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c<  To  found  what  flops  fhe  pleafe : ” give  me  that  man, 

That  is  not  paflions  Slave,  and  I will  wear  him 
In  my  hearts  Core,  I,  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
As  1 do  thee.  Something  too  much  of  this : 

There  is  a Play  to  night  before  the  King, 

One  Scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumftance 
Which  I have  told  thee  of  my  Fathers  death  • 

I prethee  when  thou  feeft  that  Aft  on  foot 
Evi  n with  the  very  Comment  of  thy  foul 
Obferve  my  Uncle  : if  then  his  hidden  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  difcoyer  in  one  fpeech, 

It  is  a damned  Ght  that  we  have  feen, 
u And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
* “ As  Vulcan  s ltithy : ” give  him  heedful  note. 

For  1 mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face. 

And  after  we  will  both  our  judgments  joyn 
In  cenfurc  of  his  feeming. 

Hora.  Well  my  Lord, 

If  he  fleal  ought  the  wbilfl  this  Play  is  playing 
And  fcape  deteftion,  I will  pay  the  theft. 

€nter  Trumpets  and  Kettle- Drums  ^King,  , Polonius,  Ophelia. 

Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  Play,  1 muft  be  idle. 

Get  you  a place. 

King.  How  fares  our  Coufen  Hamlet  f 

Ham.  Excellent  i’  faith, 

Of  the  Chamelion’s  Difh  I eat  the  Air, 

Promife  cram’d,  you  cannot  feed  Capons  fo. 

King.  I have  nothing  with  this  Anfwer,  Hamlet , 

Thefe  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now  my  Lord. 

You  play’d  once  in  the  Univerfity  you  fay  ? 

Pol.  That  did  I,  my  Lord,  and  was  accounted  a good  Aftor. 

Ham.  What  did  you  enaft  ? 

Pol.  I did  enaft  Julius  Cafar , I was  kill’d  i’ th’ Capitol, 

Brutus  kill’d  me,  * 


Ham.  It  was  a brute  part  of  him  to  kill  fo  Capital  a Calf  there. 
Be  fhe  Players  ready  ? 

Rof.  'I  my  Lord,  they  wait  upon  your  patience. 

Cert.  Come  hither  my  dear  Hamlet , fit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,  good  Mother,  here’s  metal  more  attractive. 

Pol.  Oho,  do  you  mark  that? 

Ham.  Lady,  fhall  1 1 ye  in  your  lap  ? 

Ophel.  No,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  I mean  Country-matters  ? 

G 2 Ophel. 
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“ Ophel . I think  nothing,  my  Lord. 

“ Ham.  That’s  a fair  thought  to  lye  between  Maids  legs* 

° Ophel.  What  is,  my  Lord  ? 
ct  Ham.  Nothing. 

Ophel . You  are  merry,  my  Lord* 

Ham.  Who  I ? 

Ophel.  I my  Lord. 

Ham.  Your  only  Jig-maker,  what  fhould  a man  do  but  be  mer- 
ry : for  look  you  how  cheerfully  my  Mother  looks,  and  my  Fa- 
ther died  within’s  two  hours. 

Ophel.  Nay,  ’cis  twice  two  months,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  So  long ! nay  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black,  for  I’ll  have 
a Suit  of  fables : O heavens ! die  two  months  ago,  and  not  forgot- 
ten yet!  then  there’s  hope  a Great  Man’s  memory  may  out  live 
his  life  half  a year  *,  but  he  mult  build  Churches  then,  u or  elfe 
11  lhall  he'fuffer  not  thinking  on,  with  the  Hofcby-hcrfe,  whofe 
Epitaph  is,  For  O,  for  O,  the  Hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

The  Trumpets  found.  Dumb  fiew  follows. 

Enter  a King  and  a Queen,  the  Queen  embracing  him , and  he  her , he 
takes  her  up , and  declines  his  head  upon  her  neci \ *,  he  lies  him  down 
upon  a Banfof  t lowers,  (he feeing  himafeep  leaves  him  : anon  comes 
in  another  man,  takes  off  his  Crown , kijfesit,  pours  poyfon  in  the 
Sleepers  ears , and  leaves  him  j the  Queen  returns , finds  the  King 
dead , makes  pajfionaie^aPlion  *,  the  P oyfoner  with  fonte  three  or  four 
tomes  in  again , feem  to  condole  with  her , the  dead  Body  is  carried  a- 
way , the  Poyfoner  woes  the  Queen  with  Gifts , fie  feems  harfi  a 
while,  but  in  the  end  accepts  love. 

Ophel.  What  means  this,  my  Lord  > 

Ham.  It  is  munching  Mallico , it  means  mifchief. 

Ophel.  Belike  this  Shew  imparts  the  Argument  of  the  Play. 
w Ham.  We  fhall  know  by  this  Fellow.  [ Enter  Prologue. 

The  Players  cannot  keep,  they’ll  (hew  all  ftraight. 

Othel.  Will  he  fhew  us  what  this  Shew  meant  ? 

Ham.  I,  or  any  Shew  thatyou  will  (hew  him,  benotafham’d 
to  fhew } he’ll  not  frame  to  tell  you-  what  it  means. 

Ophel.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught : 1’il  mark  the  Play. 
Trologue.  For  us  and  for  our  Tragedy, 

Here  Hooping  to  your  clemency,  % 

We  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 

Ham.  Is  this  a Prologue,  or  the  Poe(ie  of  a Ring? 

Ophel.  ’Tis  brief,  my  Lord, 

Ham.  As  womans  love. 


Enter  King  and  Queen. 
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i(  Neptune's  fait  waft),  and  Tellus  orb’d  the  ground, 
u And  thirty  dozen  Moons  with  borrow’d  (heen 
4e  About  the  World  have  twelve  times  thirty  been, 

Since  Love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Unite,  infolding  them  in  facred  Bands. 

Queen.  So  many  Journies  may  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Make  us  again  count  o’r  e’re  love  be  done; 

But  woe  is  me,  you  are  fo  Tick  of  late, 

So  far  different  from  your  former  ftate, 

That  I diftruft  you*,  yet  though  I diftruft, 

Difcomfort  you,  my  Lord,  it  nothing  muff:. 

For  Women  fear  too  much,  even  as  they  love, 

“ And  Womens  fear  and  love  hoid  quantity, 

“ Either  none,  in  neither  ought,  or  in  extremity. 

Now  what  my  love  has  been,  proof  makes  you  know’, 

And  as  my  love  is  great  my  fear  is  fo  .* 

Where  love  is  great,  the  fmalleft  doubts  are  fear  •, 

Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there* 

King.  I muff:  leave  thee,  Love,  and  (hortly  too* 

My  working  powers  their  fun&ions  leave  to  do, 

And  thou  (halt  live  in  this  fair  World  behind, 

Honour’d,  belov’d,  and  haply  6ne  as  kind 

For  Husband  (halt  thou « 


J Queen.  O confound  the  reft  ! 

Such  love  muff:  needs  be  treafon  in  my  breaft. 

In  fecond  Husband  let  me  be  accurft ; 

None  wed  the  ft  cond  but  who  kill’d  the  fir  ft  ; [Ham.  That’s 

The  inftances  that  fecond  Marr iage  move  [Wormwood 

Are  bale  refpefts  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love; 
u A fecond  rime  I kill  my  Husband  dead 
Ci  When  fecond  Husband  kifles  me  in  Bed. 

King.  I d*.  believe  you -think  what  now  you  fpeaky 
But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break : 

Purpole  is  but  the  Slave  to  memory, 

Of  violent  biah  and  poor  validity  T 

Which  now  like  fruits  unripe 'ftltks  on  the  Treel, 

But  fall  unfhaken  when  they- m'dlow'be,;  ' 


Moft  neceffary  ’tisthat  we  forget 

To  pay  our  lelves  what  to  ourfelves  is  debt  ’ , . 

Whac  to  our  fdves  in  paftion  we  propofe, 

The  paftion  ending  doth  the  pu;  pofe  lofe'y  - ; : 

“ The  Valence  of  either  gdef  or  joy  j 
u Their  owr;  enaflures  with  themfelves  deftroy^ 

'^c  Where  joy  molt  revel*,  grief  doth  moft  lament  ;■ 
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u Grief  joy,  joy  griefs  on  (lender  accident. 

This  World  is  not  for  aye,  nor  is  it  ftrange. 

That  even  our  loves  Ihould  with  our  fortunes  change  : 

For  ’tis  a Qucftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 

Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  elie  fortune  love. 
cc  The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  Favourite  flies, 
ct  The  poor  advanc’d  makes  Friends  of  Enemies : 
tC  And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend, 
u For  who  not  needs  fliall  never  lack  a Friend, 

“ And  who  in  want  a hollow  Friend  doth  try, . 
iC  Diredlly  feafons  him  his  Enemy. 
ct  But  orderly  to  end  where  l begun, 

Our  wills  and  fates  do  fo  contra*  y run, 
u That  our  devices  ftill  are  oveithrown  : 
tC  Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own. 

Think  full  thou  wilt  no  fecond  Husband  wed 
But  thy  thoughts  dye  when  thy  firft  Lord  is  dead. 

Queen.  Nor  Eaith  to  me  give  Food,  nor  Heaven  light. 

Sport  and  repo.fe  lock  from  me  Day  and  Night, 

“ To  defperation  turn  my  trull  and  hope, 

54  And  Anchors  cheer  in  Prifon  be  my  fcope, 

Each  oppofite  that  blanks  the*face  of  joy, 
t(  Meej  what  I would  have  well,  and  it  deftroy  } 

Both  here  and  hence  purfue  me  laftiyg-ftrite,  \_Ham.\iht  Ihould 
If  once  1 Widow  be,  and  then  a Wife.  flbreak  it  now. 

King.  Tis  deeply  fworri : Sweet  leave  me;here  'a  while, 

My  ipiritsgrow  dull,  and  fain  I would  beguile 
The  tedious  Day  with  fleep. 

Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  Brain, 

And  never  come  mifchaipoe  between  its  twain.  ULxwnu 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  this  Play  ? 

Queen.  The  Lady  doth  pit>teft;too.much  methinks. 

Ham.  O but  lhe’il  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  Argument  ? is  there  no  offence  in  it  ? 
Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  bp tyg ft,  poyfonin  jefl,  no  offence. 
King.  Whatdo  ypu  calLi^Ttay;/;'  , j . ; 

Ham.  The  Moufe  trap^,jraari!y  how  ?' .tropically.  This  Play  is 
the  image  of  a murder  done  in  Vjtm^GomsAgo  is  the  Dukes  name, 
his  Wife  Baptifta , you  (hall  lee  anon,  ’tis  a knavifli  piece  of  work, 
but  what  of  that  ? yotjr Jvfajefty  and  we  (hall  have  free  fouls,  it 
touches  not  us;  let  the.  galled  Jade  winch,  our  withers  are  un- 
wrung. This  is  one  Lucianus, Nephew  to  the  King*  [ Enter  Lu- 
Ophel.  You  are  as  good  as  a Chorus , my  Lord.  [cianus. 

Ham.  I could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love, 
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If  I could  fee  the  puppits  dallying. 

“ Ophel.  You  are  keen  my  Lord,  you  are  keeif. 

Ham.  It  would  coft  you  a groaning  to  take  off  mine  edge. 

Ophel.  Still  worfe  and  worfe. 

“ Ham.  So  you  miftake  your  husbands.  ” Begin  murthcrer, 
ct  leave  thy  damnable  faces  and  begin,  come,  the  croakig  Raven 
ct  doth  bellow  for  revenge. 

Lite.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time  agreeing^ 
Conliderate  feafon,  and  no  creature  feeing, 

Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected. 

With  Hecats  bane  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infe&ed. 

Thy  natural  magick,  and  dire  property. 

On  wholefome  life  u Turps  immediately. 

Ham.  He  poifons  him  i’th’  Garden  for  his  eftate,  his  name’s 
Gonzago,  the  (lory  is  extant,  and  written  in  very  choice  Itali- 
an : you  fhall  fee  anon  how  t e rnurtherer  gets  the  love  of  Gon- 
z.ago'’*  Wife.  Ophel.  The  King  rifes, 

Queen.  How  fares  my  Lord  ? 

Pol.  Give  o’re  the  Play. 

King.  Give  me  feme  light,  away. 

Tol.  Lights,  lights,  lights.  [Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet  WHora; 

Ham.  Why  let  the  ftrucken  Deer  go  weep, 

The  Hart  ungalled  go  play, 

For  fome  muft  watch  whilft  fome  mull;  fleep. 

Thus  runs  the  world  away.  u Would- not  this,  Sir,  and  a forreft 
u of  feathers,  if  the  reft  of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me,  with 
ct  provincial  Roles  on  my  raz’d  Ihooes,  get  me  a fellowlhip  in  a 
‘‘City  of  Players  ? 

Ci  Hora.  Half  a (hare. 

“Ham.  A whole  one  I. 
a For  thou  doft  know  O ‘ "Damon  dear, 
tc  This  Realm  diftnantled  was 
“Of  Jove  himfelf,  and  now  reigns  here  . 
w A very  very  Paicock. 

Hora.  You  might  have  rim’d. 

Ham.  O good  Horatio , I’ll  take  the  Ghofts  word  for  a thou- 
fand  pound.  Did  ft  perceive  ? 

Hora.  Very  well  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poifoning. 

Hora.  I jiid  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha,  com£  fome  muflck,  come  the  Recordors,  , 

“ For  if  the  King  likes  not  the  Comedy,  . 

“Why  then  belike  he  likes  it  not  perdie, 

u Come,  fome  mufick. 

EnUr  ■ 
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Enter  Rofencraus  and  Guildenftern. 

Cnil.  Good  my  Lord  vouchfafe  me  a word  with  you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a whole  Hiftory, 

Gml.  The  King  Sir. 

Ham.  1,  Sir,  what  of  him  ? 

Gnil.  Is  in  his  retirement  marvellous  diftempered. 

Ham.  With  drink  Sir  ? 

, Gml.  No  my  Lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wifdom  fhould  fhew  it  fel f richer  to  fignifie  this  to 
the  Do&or  for  for  me  to  put  him  to  his  purgation, would  perhaps 
plunge  him  into  more  choler 

Gml.  Good  my  Lord,  put  your  difcourfe  into  fome  frame. 

And  dart  not  fo  wildly  from  my  bufinefs. 

Ham.  Iam  tame,  Sir,  p onounce. 

Gml.  The  Queen  your  mother  in  molt  great  affli&ion  of  fpi- 
rk  hath  fent  me  co  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Gml.  Nay, good  my  Lord,this  courtefie  is  not  of  the  right  breed, 
if  it  fhall  pleafe  you  tomake-me  a wholfom^anfwe*',!  will  do  your 
Mothers  commandment;  if  not,  your  pardon  and  my  return  (hall 
be  the  end  of  the  bufinefs. 

Ham.  Sir,  I cannot. 

Rof.  What  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Make  you  a wholfome  anfwer,  rtiv  wit’s  difeasYl,  but 
Sir,  Rich  anfwer  as  I can  make,  you  fhall  command,  or  rather  as 
you  fay,  mv  mother  j therefore  no  more,  but  to  the  matter,  my 
mother  you  fay. 

Rof  Then  thus  (he  fays,  your  behaviour  hath  drook  her  into 
amazement  and  admiiation. 

Ham.  O wonderful  fon  that  can  thus  adonidi  a mother ! but  is 
there  no  fcquel  at  the  heels  of  this  mothers  admiration  ? impart. 

fafS he  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  Clofet  e’re  you  go  to  bed. 

Ham.  We  dial!  obey,  were  (he  ten  times  our  motner  j have  you 
any  further  trade  with  us  > 

Ref  My  L )rd,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  And  do  (fill  by  thefe  pickers  and  dealers. 

Rof.  Good  my  Lord,  what  is  the  caufe  of  your  didemper  ? you 
do  furely  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if  you  deny  your  % 
griefs  to  your  friend. 

Ham.  Sir  1 lack  advancement. 

Rof  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the  King 
himfelf  for  your  fucceffioain  Denmark? 

Enter  the.  Players  with  Recorders , 

Ham.  I Sir,  but  while  the  grais  grows  j theProverbisfome- 

thing 
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thing  mufty  : oh  the  Recordors,Iet  me  fee  one,  to  withdraw  with 
you  •,  why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you 
would  drive  me  into  a toil  ? 

Gail.  O my  Lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  is  too  un- 
mannerly. 

Ham.  I do  not  well  underfland  that,  will  you  play  upon  this 
pipe  ? 

g nil.  My  Lord,  I cannot. 

Ham.  I pray  you. 

Gail.  Believe  me,  I cannot. 

Ham,  I befeech  you. 

Gail.  I know  no  touch  of  it,  my  Lord . 

Ham.  Itisaseaiie  as  lying;  govern  thefe  ventages  with  your 
fingers  and  the  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth, and  it  will 
difeourfe  moft  eloquent  mufick  : look  you,  thefe  are  the  flops. 

Gail.  But  thefe  1 cannot  command  to  any  utterance  of  harmo- 
ny, l have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now  how  unworthy  a thing  you  make  of 
me,you  would  play  upon  me, you  would  feem  to  know  my  flops, 
you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my  myflery,  you  would  found 
me  from  my  lowed  note  to  my  compafs,and  there  is  much  mufick, 
excellent  voice  in  this  little  Organ,yet  you  cannot  make  it  fpeak} 
do  you  think  I am  eafier  to  be  plaid  on  than  a pipe  ? Call  me  what 
inftrument  you  will,  though  you  can  fret  me, you  cannot  play  up- 
on me.  C Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  My  Lord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you,  and  prefently. 

Ham.  do  you  fee  yonder  cloud  that’s  almoft  in  fhape  of  a camel  ? 

Pol.  Tis  like  a Camel  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks  it  is  like  a WeazeL 

Pol.  It  is  black  like  a WeazeL 

Ham.  Or  like  a Whale. 

7 }ol.  Very  like  a Whale. 

Ham.  Then  I will  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.  a I will  come  by  and  by  ; 
“Leave  me  friends. 
u I will  fay  fo.  By  and  by  is  eafily  faid. 

’Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night. 

When  Church-yards  yawn,  and  hell  it  felf  breaths  out 
Contagion  to  the  world  : now  could  I drink  hot  blood. 

And  do  fuch  bufinefs  as  day  it  felf 
Would  quake  to  look  on  : foft,  now  to  my  mother. 

O heart  lofe  not  thy  nature  ! let  not  ever 
The  foul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bofom ! 

*Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural. 
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1 will  fpeak  Daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none, 

44  My  tongue  an.d  foul  in  this  be  hypocrites } 

44  How  in  my  words  foever  file  be  fiient, 

44  To  give  them  Teals  never  my  foul  confent.  [Exit. 

Enter  King,  Rofencraus  WGuildenftem, 

King.  I like  him  not,  nor  Hands  it  fafe  with  us 
To  let  his  madnefs  range  ^ therefore  prepare  you, 

I your  comifiion  will  forthwith  difpatch, 

And  he  to  England^ lall  along  with  you. 

The  terms  of  our  eftate  may  not  endure 
Hazzard  fo  near  us  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  brows. 

GhiL  We  will  our  felves  provide  $ 

Moll  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  thole  many  bodies  fafe 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  majefty. 

44  Rof  The  fingle  and  Peculiar  life  is  bound 
44  With  all  the  firength  and  armour  of  the  mind 
44  To  keep  it  felf  from  noyance,  butmuchmore 
44  That  fpirit  upon  whofe  weal  depends  and  refts 
44  The  lives  of  many : the  cefs  of  Majefty 
44  Dies  not  alone,  but  like  a gulf  doth  draw 
* What’s  near  it  with  it : or  it  is  a maffie  wheel, 

44  Fixt  on  the  fomnet  of  the  higheft  mount, 

44  To  whofe  huge  fpokes  ten  thoufand  lefler  things 
“Aremorteift  and  adjoynrd,  which  when  it  falls* 

4tTach  fmall  annexmenr,  petty  confequence 
44  Attends  the  boiftrous  rain,  never  alone 
44  Did  the  King  figh,  but  a general  grone. 

King.  Arm  you,  I pray  you,  to  this  fpeedy  voyage, 

For  we  will  fetters  put  about  this  fear 
Which  now  goes  too  free  footed. 

Rof.  We  will  make  hafte.  [ Exeunt  gent. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol..  Sir,  he’s  going  to  his  mothers  clofet, 

Behind  the  Arras  I’ll  convey  my  felf 

To  hear  the  Procefs,  I’ll  warrant  file’ll  tax  him  home  ^ 

And  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid, 

’Tis  meet  that  fome  more  audience  than  a mother, 

Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  fhould  o’re-hear 
Their  fpeech^  fare  you  well  my  Liege, 

PH  call  upon  you  e’re  you  go  to  bed, 

And  tell  you  what  I hear*  [Exit.  , 

King.  Thanks,  dearmy  Lord. 

O my 
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Omy  offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  Heaven, 

It  hath  the  eldefl:  curfe  upon ’t  \ 

A Brothers  murder ! pray  I cannot. 

Though  inclination  be  as  (harp  as  will, 

My  ftronger  guilt  defeats  my  ftrong  intent  \ 

And  like  a man  to  double  bufinefs  bound, 

I ftand  in  paufe  where  I ftiall  firft  begin. 

And  both  negleeft : what  if  this  curfed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  it  felf  with  Brothers  blood  f 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  fweetHeavens 
To  walh  it  white  as  Snow  ? whereto  ferves  mercy, 

But  to  confront  the  Vifage  of  offence  ? 

And  what’s  in  prayer,  but  this  twofold  force, 

To  be  foreftalled  e’re  we  come  to  fall, 

Or  pardon’d  being  down  ? then  I’ll  look  up : 

My  fault  ispaft.-  but  Oh!  what  form  of  prayer 
Can  ferve  my  turn  ? forgive  me  my  foul  murther  ? 

That  cannot  be,  fincel  amftillpofleft 
Of  thole  effe&sfor  which  I did  the  murder, 

My  Crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  Queen? 

May  one  be  pardoned  and  retain  th’  offence  ? 

<fc  In  the  corrupted  Currents  of  this  World 
“ Offences  guided  hand  may  Ihew  by  Juftice, 

And  oft  ’tis  feen  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 
Buys  out  the  Law  *,  but  ’tis  not  fo  above. 

There  is  no  fhuffling,  there  the  action  Hes 
In  his  true  nature,  and  we  our  felves  compell’d 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults 
To  give  in  evidence:  what  then?  whatrefts? 

Try  what  repentance  can  5 what  can  it  not  ? 

Yet  what  can  it  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 

O wretched  ftate ! Ofeofom  black  as  death  1 

0 limed  foul ! that  ftruggling  tQ  be  free, 

Art  more  engaged ! help  Angels,  makeaffay, 

Bow  ftubborn  knees,  and  heart  with  firings  of  flee! 

Be  foft  as  Sinews  of  the  new  born  Babe, 

All  may  be  well.  [€ntcr  Hamlet, 

Ham.  Where  is  this  Murtherer,  he  kneels  and  prays, 

And  now  I’ll  do’t,  and  fo  he  goes  to  Heaven, 

And  fo  am  I reveng’d  ? that  would  be  fcann’d  \ 

He  kill’d  my  Father,  and  for  that 

1 his  foie  Son  fend  him 
ToiHeaven : 

Why  this  is  a reward,  not  revenge  : 

H 2 He 
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He  took  my  Father  grofly,  full  of  Bread, 

With  aii  his  crimes  broad  blown  as  flulh  as  May, 

And  how  his  Judit  Hands,  who  knows  fave  Heaven  ? 

But  in  our  circumflance  and  courfeof  thought, 

Tis  heavy  with  him  ^ and  am  I then  reveng’d 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  foul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  feafoned  for  his  paifage  ? 

No, 

Up  Sword,  and  know  thou  a more  horrid  time, 

When  he  is  drunk,  afleep,  or  in  his  rage, 

Or  in  th’ incefluous  plealures  of  his  Bed, 

At  game,  afwearing,  or  about  fome  ad: 

That  has  norelifhof  falvation  in’t, 

“ Then  trip  him  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  Heaven, 

“ And  that  his  foul  may  be  as  damn’d  and  black 
As  Hell  whereto  it  goes : ” my  Mother  ftays, 

This  Phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  days.  {Exit. 

King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below, 

Words  without  thoughts  never  to  Heaven  go.  { Exit . 

Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

7V.  He  will  come  ftrait,  look  you  lay  home  to  him, 

Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with. 

And  that  your  Grace  hath  flood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.  I’ll  here  conceal  my  felf, 

Pray  you  be  round.  {Enter  Hamlet. 

Queen.  I’ll  warrant  you,  fear  me  not, 

Witndraw,  I hear  him  coming. 

Ham . Now,  Mother,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Queen.  Hamlet , thou  haft  thy  Father  much  offended. 

Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  Father  much  offended. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.  Go,  go,  you  queflion  with  a wicked  tongue. 

Queen.  Whyhownow,  Hamlet  ? 

Him.  What’s  the  matter  now? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  Rood,  not  fo, 

You  are  the  Queen,  your  Husbands  Brothers  Wife, 

And,  would  it  were  not  fo,  you  are  my  Mother. 

Queen.  Nay  then  I’ll  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 

Ham.  Come,  come,  and  fit  down,  you  (hall  not  budge. 

You  go  not  till  I fet  you  up  a G’iafs 
Where  you  may  fee  the  utmofl part  of  you. 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? thou  wilt  not  murder  me? 

Help  ho. 
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Pol.  What,  ho  help. 

Ham.  How  now,  a Rat  dead  for  a Ducket,  dead  1 

Pol.  O lam  ilain. 

Queen.  O me,  what  haft  thou  done? 

Ham.  Nay  1 know  not,  is  it  the  King? 

Q^en.  O what  a.i  a(h  and  bloody  deed  was  this  1 

H im.  \ bloody  deed,  aimollasbad,  Good  Mother, 

As  kid  a King,  and  marry  with  his  Brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a King! 

Ham.  1 Lady,  it  was  ray  word. 

Thouwntched,  rafii,  inti  uding  Fool,  farewel, 

I took  thee  for  thy  better,  take  thy  foi  tune, 

Thou  findeft  to  be  too  bulie  is  fome  danger. 

Leave  wringing  of  your  hands,  peace,  fit  you  down, 

And  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  lo  1 fhail 

If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  fluff, 

lt  If  damned  cuftom  have  not  braz’d  it  fo, 

That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  againft:  fenfe. 

Queen.  What  have  I done  that  thou  dar’ft  wag  thy  tongue 
In  noife  fo  rude  againft:  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  ar^aft 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blufn  of  modefty, 

Calls  Vertue  Hypocrite,  takes  off  the  Rofe 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love. 

And  fets  a blifter  there,  makes  Marriage  Vows 

As  falfe  as  Dicers  Oaths : Oh  fuch  a Deed 

As  from  the  Body  of  contraction  plucks 

The  very  foul,  and  fweet  Religion  makes  m 

A rhapfody  of  words,  u Heavens  face  does  glow, 

“ Yea  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs 
“ With  heated  Vifage  as  againft  the  doom, 

“ Is  thought-fick  at  the  aft. 

Ah  me,  that  aft! 

Queen.  Ay  me  ! what  aft  ? 

Ham.  That  roars  fo  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  Index  : 

Look  here  upon  this  Pifture,  and  on  this, 

The  counterfeit  preferment  of  two  Brothers ; 

See  what  a Grace  was  feared  on  this  Brow, 

Hyperions  Curls,  t^e  font  of  Jove  himfelf, 

An  eye  like  Mars  to  threaten  and  command, 
u A (tat ion  like  the  Herald  Mercury 
“ New  lighted  on  a heaven* killing  Hill, 
i A combination  and  form  indeed 
Where  every  God  did  feem  to  fet  his  Seal, 

H 3 , To 
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To  give  the  World  afTurance  of  a man. 

This  was  your  Husband  : look  you  now  what  follows, 
Here  is  your  Husband,  like  a mildew’d  ear, 

Blading  his  wholefome  Brother  : have  you  eyes? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  Mountain  leave  to  feed, 

And  batter  on  this  Moor  ? ha  ! have  you  eyes/ 

You  cannot  call  it  love,  for  at  .your  age 
The  hey-day  of  the  blood  is  tame,  it’s  humble, 

And  waits  upon  the  judgment  j and  what  judgment 
Would  dep  from  this  to  this  ? fenfe  fure  you  have, 
Elfecould  you  not  have  motion,  butfurethat  fenfe 
Is  apoplex’d,  for  madnefs  would  not  err, 

Nor  fenfe  to  ecftafie  was  ne’r  fo  thrall’d, 

But  it  referv’d  fome  quantity  of  choice 
To  ferve  in  fuch  a difference : Cl  what  Devil  was’t 
“ That  thus  hath  couzen’d  you  at  hoodman-blind  ? 

“ Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  light, 

“ Ears  without  hands,  or  eyes,  fmelling  fans  all, 
cc  Or  but  a fickly  part  of  one  true  fenfe 

Could  not  fo  mope,  ” Oh  lhame ! where  is  thy  blufh  ? 
Rebellious  Hell, 

If  thoucand  mutiny  in  a Matrons  bones 
To  flaming  Youth,  let  Vertue  be  as  Wax 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire,  proclaim  no  fhame 
When  thecompulfive  ardure  gives  the  charge, 

Since  frod  it  feif  as  actively  doth  burn, 

And  reafon  pardons  will. 

Queen,  O Hamlet,  fpeaknomore, 

Thou  turn’d  my  very  eyes  into  my  foul, 
tL  And  there  I fee  fuch  black  and  grieved  fpots 

As  will  leave  there  their  tinft. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  inceduous  Bed, 

Stew’d  in  corruption,  tC  honeying  and  making  love 
u Over  the  nady  Stye. 

Queen.  O fpeak  to  me  no  more, 

Thele  words  like  Daggers  enter  into  mine  ears. 

No  more,  fweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A Murtherer  and  a Villain, 

A Slave  that’s  not  the  twentieth  part  the  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  Lord,  a Vice  of  Kings, 

A Cut-purfe  of  the  Empire  and  the  Rule, 

That  from  a Shelf  the  precious  Diadem  dole  : 


And  put  it  in  his  Pocket. 


[Enter  Gbofi. 
Ham.  A 


Hamlet  Prince  of  Denmark.  5 j 

Ham.  A King  of  flireds  and  patches. 

Save  me  and  hover  o’re  me  with  your  wings 

You  heavenly  guards : what  would  your  gracious  fire  ? 

Ox.  Alas  he’s  mad. 

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  Ton  to  chide, 

That  lap'ft  in  time,  and  perfon  lets  go  by 
Th’important  afting  of  your  dead  command  ? O fay  t 
Gbofi.  Do  not  forget : this  viGtation 
1$  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe.. 

But  look,  amaztmentonthy  mother  fits, 

O ftep  between  her  and  her  hghing  foul ! 

Conceit  in  weakeft  bodies,  ftrongeft  works. 

Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you  Lady? 

Alafs,  how  is’t  with  you, 

That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy, 

And  with  th’ incorporeal  air  do  hold  difcourfe  ? 

Forth  at  your  eyes  your  fpirits  wildly  peep, 

And  as  the  fleeping  Souldiers  in  th’  alarm* 

Your  hair 

Starts  up  and  {lands  on  end  : O gentle  fon ! 

Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  diftemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience : whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him,  on  him,  look  you  how  pale  he  gleres^ 

His  form  and  caufe  conjoyn’d,  preaching  to  {tones 
Would  make  them  capable ; do  not  look  upon  me, 

Left  with  this  piteous  adion  you  convert 
My  ftern  efFe&s  ^ then  what  I have  to  do 
Will  want  true  colour,  tears  perchance  for  blood, 

Qu.  To  whom  do  you  fpeak  this  ? 

Ham,  Do  you  fee  nothing  there? 

Qu.  Nothing  at  all,  yet  all  that’s  here  I fee. 

Ham . Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  l 
Qu.  No,  nothing  but  ourfelves, 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  there, look  how  it  fteals  away  5 
My  Father  in  his  habit  as  he  liv’d, 

Look  where  he  goes,  even  now  out  at  the  portal,  f Sxit  Ghoft\ 
Qh.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain, 

This  bodilefs  creation  ecftafie  is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  My  pulfe  as  yours  doth  temperately  keep  time, 

And  makes  as  healthful  mufick  : it  is  not  madnefs 
That  I have  uttered,  bring  me  to  the  Teftr 
Ani  1 the  matter  will  re-wo&F,  which  madnefs. 

Cannot  do  mother,  for  love  of  grace. 

Lay.< 
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Lay  not  that  flattering  uncffcion  to  your  foul, 

That  not  your  trefpafs  but  my  madnefs  fpeaks  *, 

It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place, 

Whiles  rank  corruption  mining  all  within 
Infers  unfeen  ; confefs  your  feif  to  Heaven, 

Repent  what’s  pall,  avoid  what  is  to  come, 
c-  And  do  not  fpread  the  compoft  on  the  Weeds 
u To  make  them  ranker  : forgive  me  this  my  Vertue 
“ For  in  the  fatnefsof  thefe  purfie  times, 

Vertue  it  felf  of  Vice  muft  pardon  beg, 

4i  Y ea,  curb  and  woo  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.  O Hamlet , thou  haft  cleft  my  heart. 

Ham.  Then  throwaway  the  worferpart  of  it, 

And  leave  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 

Good  night  •,  but  go  not  to  ray  Uncles  Bed, 

AfFume  a Vertue  if  you  have  it  not.  Once  more  good  night 
“ That  Monfter  Cuftom  who  all  fenfe  doth  eat, 
u Of  habits  Devil,  is  Angel  yet  in  this, 

‘‘That  totheufeof  a eft  ions  fair  and  good 
c(  He  iikewife  gives  a Frock  or  Livery 
“ That  aptly  is  put  on : refrain  to  Night, 

And  that  (hall  lend  a kind  of  eafinefs 
u To  the  next  abftinence,  the  next  more  eahe  \ 
ccFor  ufe  almoftcan  change  the  ftamp  of  Nature, 

<c  And  maftertbe  Devil,  or  throw  him  out 
xc  With  wondrous  potency : Once  moregood  night. 

And  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  bleft, 

PH  bleffing  beg  of  you  : for  this  fame  Lord 
l do  repent,  but  Heaven  hath  pleas’d  it  fo. 

To  punifh  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 

That  1 muft  be  their  Scourgeand  Minifter, 

I will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 
The  Death  1 gave  him  *,  fo  again  good  night. 

I muft.be  cruel  only  to  be  kind, 

Thus  bad  begins  and  worfe  remains  behind. 

One  word  more,  Good  Lady. 

Queen.  What  ftiall  Ido? 
u Ham.  Not  this  by  no  means  that  I bid  you  do, 

Let  not  the  King  tempt  you  to  Bed  again, 

“ Pinch  W’anton  on  your  Cheek,  call  you  hisMoufe, 
w And  let  him  for  a pair  of  reechy  kifles, 

“ Or  padling  in  your  Neck  with  his  damn’d  Fingers, 

Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 

That!  eflentially  am  notin  madnefs,, 
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But  mad  in  craft ; u ’twere  good  you  let  him  know : 

“ For  who  that’s  but  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife, 

“ Would  from  a paddock, from  a Bat,  a Gib, 

“ Such  dearconcernings  hide  ? who  would  do  fo  ? 

“ No,  in  defpiteof  fenfe  and  fecrefie 
Ct  Unpeg  the  Basket  on  the  houfes  top, 

“ Let  the  birds  fiie,and  like  the  famous  Ape, 
c-  To  try  conclufions  in  the  basket  creep, 
c*  And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Qu.  Be  thou  allur’d,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 

And  oreath  of  life,  1 have  no  life  to  breath 
Whatthou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Ham.  I muft  to  England,  you  know  that. 

On.  Alack,  I had  forgot, 

’Tis  fo  concluded  on. 

c‘  Ham.  There’s  letters  feal’d,  and  my  two  School-fellows, 
u Whom  I will  truft  as  I will  Adders  fang’d, 

“ They  bear  the  mandate  they  muft  fweep  my  way, 

<c  And  marlhal  me  to  knavery ; let  it  work, 

“ For  ’tis  the  fport  to  have  the  Engineer 
“ Hoift  with  his  own  petar,  and’t  fhall  go  hard 
i(  But  I will  delve  one  yard  below  their  Mines, 

<c  And  blow  them  at  the  Moon  j O ’tis  moft  fweet, 

“ When  in  one  line  two  crafts  diredtly  meet. 

This  man  will  fet  me  packing, 

I’ll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room. 

Mother,  good  night  indeed,  this  Counfellor 
Is  now  moft  ftill,  moft  fecret,  and  moft:  grave, 

Who  was- in’s  life  a moft  foolifh  prating  knave. 

Come  Sir, to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 

Good  night,  mother*  [Exit. 


Act  IV.  Scene  I. 


Enter  King  and  Queen  with  Rofencraus  and  Gulldenftern. 
King,  Here’s  matter  inthefe  fighs,thefe  profound  heaves, 

JL  You  muft  tranflate,  ’tis  fit  we  underftand  them  •: 
Where  is  your  fon  ? ( Guild. 

Qfu  Beftowthis  place  on  us  a little  while.  XJLxtunt  Rof.  and 
Ah,  mine  own  Lord,  what  have  I feen  to  night  ? 

King.  W/h&t  Gcrtrard,  how  does  Hamlet  ? 'fe': 

I Qu . Mad 
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Qu.  Mad  as  the  fea  and  wind  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier  in  his  iawlefs  fit, 

Behind  the  Arras  hearing  fomething  ftir. 

Whips  out  his  Rapier,  cries  a Rat,  a Rat, 

And  in  this  brainifh  apprehenfion  kills 
Theunfeen  good  old  man. 

King.  O heavy  deed  ! 

It  had  been  fo  with  us,  had  we  been  there \ 

His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 

To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 

Alas,  how  (hall  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwered  ? 

It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whofe  providence 
Should  have  refh  ain’d 

This  mad  young  man : but  fo  much  was  our  love, 

We  would  not  underftand  what  was  molt  fit, 

But  like  the  owner  of  a foui  difeafe, 

To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life  : where  is  he  gone  > 

Qu.  To  draw  apart  the  body  be  hath  kill’d, 

O’re  whom  his  very  madnefs,  likefome  Ore 
Among  a mineral  of  metal  bafe, 

Shews  it  felf  pure,  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King,  Cjertrard  come  away. 

The  Sun  no  foonerlhall  the  mountains  touch 

But  we  will  fhiphim  hence,  and  this  vile  deed 

We  mult  with  all  ourMajelty  and  skill  £ Enter  Rof,  And  Guild. 

Both  countenance  and  excufe.  Ho,  Guildenftern , 

Friends  both,  go  joyn  with  you  fome  further  aid, 

Hamlet  in  madnefs  hath  Tolonius  (lain, 

And  from  his  mothers  clofet  hath  he  drag’d  him  : 

Go,  feek  him  out,  fpeak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  Chappel  •,  1 pray  you  haft  in  this : 

Come,  Gertrard , we’II  call  up  our  wife  ft  friends, 

And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do. 

And  what’s  untimely  done, 

Whofe  whifper  o’reJLhe  woiMs  Diameter, 

As  level  as  the  Cannon  to  his  blank, 
u Tranfports  his  poifoned  (hot,  may  mifs  our  name, 
t4  And  hit  the  woundlefs  Air : O come  away, 

44  My  foul  is  full  ofdifcord  and  difmay.  £ Exeunt . ’ 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rofencraus,  and  others. 

Ham.  Safely  flow’d  .*  what  noife  ? who  calls  Hamlet  ? 
Ovhl;ethey  come, 

Rof.  What 
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Rof  What  have  you  done,  my  Lord,  with  the  dead  Body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  duff,  whereto  it  is  akin. 

Rof.  Tell  us  where  *tis,  that  we  may  take  it  theme, 

And  bear  it  to  the  Chappel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Rof.  Believe  what  > 

Ham.  That  1 can  keep  your  counfel  and  not  mine  own  ^ befides, 
to  be  demanded  of  a Spunge,  what  replication  Ihould  be  made  by 
the  Son  of  a King  ? 

Rof  Take  \ou  me  fora  Spunge,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham . i,  Sir,  that  fokcs  up  the  Kings  countenance,  his  rewards, 
his  authorities : but  fuch  Officers  do  the  King  belt  fervice  in  the 
end,  he  keeps  them  IOe  an  Apple  in  the  corner  of  his  jaw,  firft 
mouth’d  to  be  laft  fwallowtd;  when  he  needs  what  you  have 
gleaned,  it  is  but  iqueezing  you  <»nu  Spunge  you  lhall  be  dry  again, 

Rof  1 undeitland  you  not,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  i am  glad  of  it : a knavifh  fpeech  flcrps  in  a fodiffi  ear. 

Rof  My  Loid,  you  mult  tell  us  where  the  Body  is,  and  go 
with  us  to  the  King. 

c<  Ham.  The  Body  is  with  the  King,  but  the  King  is  not  with 
“ the  Body  : the  King  is  a thing. 

“ Guil.  A thing,  my  Lord  ? 

“ Ham.  Of  nothing,  ” bring  me  to  him.  {Exeunt^ 

Enter  King  and  tvco  or  three . 

King . I have  fent  to  feek  him,  and  to  find  the  Body  \ 

How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loofe  ? 

Yet  muft  we  not  put  the  ftrong  Law  on  him. 

He’s  lov’d  of  the  diftradted  multitude, 

Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes, 

And  where  ’tis  fo,  th’  Offenders  Scourge  is  weigh’d, 

But  never  the  offence  .•  to  bear  all  fmooth  and  even, 

This  fudden  fending  him  away  muft  feem 
Deliberate  paufe , Difeafes  defperate  grown 
By  defperate  appliance  are  reliev’d. 

Or  not  at  all. 

8 nter  Rofencraus,  and  all  the  reft . 

11  King.  How  now  ? what  hath  befallen  ? 

Rof  Where  the  dead  Body  is  bellow’d,  my  Lord, 

We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King  But  where  is  he  ? 

Rof  Without,  my  Lord,  guarded  to  know  your  pleafure. 

Kmg.  Bring  him  bff6re; us.  f! ' 

\ Rof.  Ho,  bring  in  the  Lord  Hamlet.  {They  enter. 

Kmg.  Now,  Hamlet,  wfteie’s  Polonins  ? 

1 2 Ham.  At 
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Ham.  At  Supper. 

King.  At  Supper  ! where  ? 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a certain* con- 
vocation of  politick  worms  are  e’en  at  him : “ your  worm  is  your 
“ only  Emperor  for  diet.  VVefatall  creatures  elfe  to  fat  us, and  we 
“ fat  our  felves  for  maggots ; your  fat  King  and  your  lean  Beggar 
is  but  variable  fervice,  two  difhes  but  to  one  table,  that’s  the  end. 

King.  Alas!  Alas! 

Ham.  A man  may  fiih  with  the  Worm  that  hath  eat  of  a 
King.  u eat  of  the  Fifh  that  hath  fed  of  that  Worm. 

“ King.  What  dofl  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

C;  Ham.  Nothing  but  to  (hew-  you  how  a King  may  go  a pro- 
44  grefs  through  the  guts  of  a Beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Polonias  ? 

Ham.  In. Heaven,  fend  thither  to  fee  if  your  MefTenger  find 
him  not  there,  feek  him  i’th’  other  place  your  felf:  but  indeed  if 
you  find  him  not  within  this  Month,  you  fiiall  nofe  him  as  you  go 
up  the  Stairs  into  the  Lobby. 

King.  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ham.  He  will  flay  till  you  come. 

King*  Hamlet,  this  deed  for  thine  efpecial  fafety, 

Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  daily  grieve 

Lor  that  which  thou  haft  done,  muft  fend  thee  hence : 

Therefore  prepare  thy  felf, 

The  Bark  is  ready,  and  the  Wind  fits  fair, 

44  Th’  AfTociates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  Pot  England"! 

King.  I,  Hamlet 

Ham.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it  if  thou  knew’ft  our  purpofes. 

Ham.  I fee  a Cherub  that  fees  them : but  come,  for  England : 
Farewel,  Dear  Mother. 

King . Thy  loving  Father  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  Mother,  Father  and  Mother  is  Man  and  Wife, 

Man  and  Wife  is  one  Flefh,  and  lo  my  Mother. 

Come,  for  England.  £ Exit . 

Kmg . Follow  him. 

Tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboard, 

Delay  it  not,  I’ll  have  him  hence  to  night 
Away,  fqr  every  thing  isTeal’d  and  done 
That  elfe  leans  on  the  affair ; “ pray5you  make  haife : 

4‘  And  England^  if  my  prefeot  Iov.e  thou  hold’ft  at  ought, 

44  As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  fenfe, 

Since 
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u Since  yet  thy  Cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
44  After  the  Danijl ? Sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
44  Pays  homage  to  us,  thou  may'fl:  not  coldly  fet 
44  Our  Soveraign  procefs,  which  imports  at  full 
44  By  Letters  congruing  to  that  effcd 
44  The  prefent  death  of  Hamlet,  do  it  England j 
44  For  like  the  Heiftick  in  my  blood  he  rages, 

“ And  thou  muft  cure  me  till  1 know  ’tis  done, 

44  How  e’r  my  haps,  my  joys  will  ne’r  begin.  C Exit, 

Enter  Fortinbrafs  with  his  Army  over  the  Stage. 

“Fort.  Go,  Captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  King, 

44  Tell  him  that  by  his  Licence  Fortinbrafs 
44  Craves  the  conveyance  of  a promis’d  march 
44  Over  his  Kingdom  *,  you  know  the  rendezvous,. 

44  If  that  his  Majefty  would  ought  with  us, 

44  We  (hall  exprefs  our  Duty  in  his  eye, 

44  And  let  him  know  fo. 

44  Capt.  I will  do’t,  my  Lord. 

“Fort.  Gofoftlyon. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rofencraus,  &c. 

“Ham.  Good  Sir,  whofe  powers  are  thefe ? 

“Capt.  They  are  of  1 Norway,  Sir* 

“Ham.  How  propos’d,  Sir,  I pray  you? 

44  Capt.  Againfl;  fome  part  of  Poland. 

“Ham.  Who  commands  them.  Sir? 

“Capt.  The  Nephew  of  old  Nfprway,  Fortinbrafs * 

44  Ham.  Goes  it  againfl:  the  main  of  Poland , Sir, 

“ Or  for  fome  Frontier  ? 

“Capt.  Truly  to  fpeak,  and  with  no  addition, 

44  We  go  to  gain  a little  patch  of  Ground 
44  That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name, 

“To  pay  five  Duckets,  five  I would  not  farm  it, 

“ Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
“ A ranker  rate,  fhould  it  be  fold  in  Fee. 

“ Ham.  Why  then  the  Pollock^ never  will  defend  it. 

“ Capt*  -Nayr  ’tis  already  garrifon’d. 

“Ham.  Two  thoufand  fouls,  and  twenty  thoufand  Duckets 
“ Will  not  debate  the  Queftion  of  this  Straw 
“ This  is  th’  impofthutne  of  much  wealth  and  peace, 

4CThat  inward  breaks  and  fhews no caufe  without 
44  Why  the  man  dyes.  I humbly  thank  you,  Sir. 

“Capt.  God  b’w’ye,  Sir. 

* “ Rof  Wilt  pleafe  you  go,  my  Lord  ? 

“ Ham,  I’ll  be  with  you  ftraignt,  go  a Tittle  before. 

I 3 
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<c  How  all  occafions  do  inform  againft  me, 
tfc  And  fpur  my  doll  revenge  ? What  is  a man 
cc  If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
<c  Be  but  to  deep  and  feed  ? a Bead,  no  more. 

Cc  Sure  he  that  made  us  with  fuch  large  difcourfe, 

<c  Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
4t  That  capability  and  God  like  reafon 
Cc  To  full  in  us  unus’d : now  whether  it  be 
cc  Beftial  oblivion,  or  fome  craven  fcruple 
“ Of  thinking  too  precifely  on  th’ event, 

Ci  A thought  which  quarter’d  hath  buc  one  part  Wifdom, 

<c  And  ever  three  parts  Coward  : I do  not  know 
c‘  Why  yet  I live  to  fay  this  thing's  to  do, 
cc Sith I havecaufe,  and  will,  and  lfrength,  and  means 
“ Todo’t.*  Examples  grofs  as  Earth  exhort  me, 

Witnefs  this  Army  of  fuch  mal's  and  charge, 

“ Led  by  a delicate  and  tender  Prince, 
iC  Whofe  fpirit  with  Divine  ambition  puft 
H Makes  mouths  atthe  invifibie event, 

“ Expoling  what  is  mortal  and  unfure 
ct  To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare, 
u Even  for  an  Egg  (hell.  Rightly  to  be  great 
4{  Is  not  to  ftir  without  great  Argument, 

“ But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a Straw, 

ct  When  honour’s  at  the  ftake.  How  Rand  I then, 

u That  have  a Father  kill’d,  a Mother  Rain’d, 

44  Excitements  of  my  reafon  and  my  blood, 
u And  let  all  fleep,  while  to  my  fhame  1 fee 
Ci  The  imminent  Death  of  twenty  thoufand  men, 
u That  for  a phantaile  and  trick  of  fame 
“ Go  to  their  Graves  like  Beds,  fight  for  a Plot 
t;  Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe, 

“ Which  is  not  Tomb  enough  and  Continent 
“ To  hide  the  (lain  ? O from  this  time  forth, 

44  My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth.  [Exit. 

Enter  Horatio,  Gertrard,  and  a Gentleman. 

Queen.  I will  not  fpeak  with  her. 

Gent.  She  is  importunate, 

Indeed  diR  adhd  and  deferves  pity. 

Queen.  What  would  fhe  have  ? 

Gent . She  fpeaks  muchof  her  Father,  fays  fhe  hears 
There’s  tiicks  i’th’  World,  and  hems,  and  beats  her  heart, 
Spurns  envioufly  at  Straws,  fpeaks  things  in  doubt, 

That  carry  but  half  fenfe,  her  fpeech  is  nothing, 
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Yet  the  unfhaped  ufe  of  it  doth  move 

The  hearers  to  collection,  “ they  yawn  at  it, 

a And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts, 

<c  Which  as  winks,  and  nods,  and  geftures  yield  them, 

4t  Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought, 

4 Though  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily, 

Hora.  ’Twere  good  ihe  were  fpoken  with, for  file  may  ftrew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Let  her  come  in.  [ Enter  Ophelia. 

Qu.  lt  To  my  fick  foul,  as  fins  true  nature  is, 
w Each  toy  feems  prologue  to  fome  great  amifs  : 

“ So  full  of  artlefs  jealouiie  is  guilt, 

‘c  It  fpills  it  lelf,  in  fearing  to  be  fpilt. 

Ophel.  Where  is  the  b auteous  Majtfty  of  Denmark^? 

How  now  Ophelia  f f She  fags. 

OpheL  How  Ihould  1 your  true  love  know  from  another  one  ? 
Byh  is  cockle  1 at  and  faff,  and  by  his  fendal  fhoon. 

Qg  Alas,  fweet  Lady,  what  imports  this  fong  ? 

Oprjel.  Say  you,  nav,  pray  you  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  gone,  Laci  , he  is  dead  and  gone,  C Song* 

At  hi?  head  a grafs- green  turf,  at  his  heels  a Hone. 

Oho. 

Qu.  Nay  but  Ophelia . 

Ophel.  Pray  you  mark.  White  his  fhroud  as  the  mountain  fnow,' 

Enter  King . 

Off.  Alas,  look  here  mv  Lord. 

Ophel.  Larded  all  with  fweet  flowers,  [ Song] 

Which  beweept  to  the  ground  did  not  go, 

With  true  love  fhowers. 

King.  How  do  you  pretty  Lady  > 

Ophel.  Well,  good  dild  you,  they  fay  the  Owl  was  a Baker’s 
daughter  : we  know  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what  we  may 
be. 

* King.  Conceit  upon  her  Father. 

Ophel.  Pray  let’s  have  no  words  of  this,  but  when  they  ask  you 
what  it  means,  fay  you  this. 

To  morrow  is  S.  Valentine's  day,  [Song* 

All  in  the  morning  betime, 

And  I a Maid  at  your  window 

To  be  youi  Valentine.  * fdoor, 

“Then  up  he  rofe,  and  don’d  his  clothes, and  dup’t  the  Chamber 
“ Let  in  the  Maid,  that  out  a Maid  never  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty  Ophelia , 

Ophel . Indeed,  without  an  oath,  I’ll  make  an  end  on’t> 

Ey 
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By  gis,  and  by  Saint  Charity, 
alack,  and  fie  for  ftiame. 

Young  men  will  do’t,  if  they  come  to’t, 
by  cock  they  are  to  blame. 

u Quoth  {he,  before  you  tumbled  me, you  promis'd  me  to  wed. 

“ (He  anfwers ) So  fhould  I have  done,  by  yonder  Sun, 

And  thou  hadft  not-come  to  my  bed. 

King.  How  long  hath  fhe  been  thus  ? 

Opb.  I hope  all  will  be  well,  we  muff  be  patient  ^ but  I cannot 
chufe  but  weep,  to  think  they  would  lay  him  i’th’  cold  ground  j 
my  brother  (hall  know  of  it, and  fo  I thank  you  for  your  good  coun- 
fel.  Come  my  coach,  good  night,  Ladies,  good  night, 

Sweet  Ladies,  good  night,  good  night. 

King.  Follow  her  clofe,give  her  good  watch  I pray  you. 

O this  is  the  poifon  of  deep  grief,  it  fprings  ail  from  her  Father’s 
death  : and  now  behold  O Gertrard , Gertrard, 

When  forrows  come,  they  come  not  fingle  fpies, 

But  in  battalions ; firfl,  her  Father  (lain, 

Next,  your  fon  gone, and  he,  molt  violent  author 
Of  his  cwn  juft  remove $ the  people  muddied, 

Thick,  and  unwholfome  in  thoughts  and  whifpers 
For  good  Tolomm  death,  and  we  have  done  but 
Obfcurely  to  interr  him  ; poor  Ophelia 
Divided'  from  her  felf,  and  her  fair  judgment, 

Without  which  we  are  but  pictures,  or  meer  beafts. 

Lafi,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe, 

Her  brother  is  in  fecret  come  from  France , 

Feeds  on  this  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds, 

And  wants  not  whifpers  to  infett  his  ear 

With  peftilent  fpeeches  of  his  Father’s  death, 

u Wherein  necefllty  of  matter  begger’d 

“ Will  nothing  flick  our  perfon  to  arraign 

t(  In  car  and  ear : ” O my  dear  Gertrard , this 

Like  to  a murdering  piece  in  many  places 

Gives  me  fuperfluous  death.  [ A noife  within. 

Enter  Mejfengers. 

Kwg.  Where  are  my  Swiffers  ? let  them  guard  the  door. 
What  is  the  matter  ? 

Mejfeng.  Save  your  felf,  my  Lord. 

The  Ocean  over-peering  of  his  lift 
Eats. not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  hafle 
Than  young  Laertes  in  a riotous  head 
O’re-bears  your  Officers  j the  rabble  call  him  Lord, 

And  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
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Antiquity  forgot,  Cuftom  not  known. 

The  Ratifiers  and  Props  of  every  word, 

They  cry  chufe  we  Laertes  for  our  King: 

Caps,  hands,  and  tongues  applaud  it  to  the  Clouds* 

Laertes  (hall  be  King. 

u Qu.  How  cheerfully  on  the  falfe  tail  they  cry,  £ A ttoifi 
c<  O this  is  counter,  you  falfe  Danijh  Dogs.  [within. 

Enter  Laertes  with  others . 

King.  The  Doors  are  broke. 

Laert . Where  is  this  King  ? Sirs,  ftand  you  all  without. 

All.  No,  let’s  come  in. 

Laert . I pray  you  give  me  leave. 

All.  We  will,  we  will. 

Laert.  I thank  yon,  keep  the  Door.  O thou  vile  King, 

Give  me  my  Father. 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laert.  That  drop  of  blood  that’s  calm  proclaims  me  Bailard, 
Cries  Cuckold  to  my  Father,  brands  the  Harlot 
Even  here  between  the  chaite  Brows 
Of  my  true  Mother. 

King.  What  is  the  caufe,  Laertes , 

That  thy  Rebellion  looks  fo  Giant  like  ? 

Let  him  go,  ( ertrardy  do  not  fear  our.perfon, 

There’s  fuch  Divinity  doth  hedge  a King, 

That  treafon  dares  not  reach  at  what  it  would. 

Arts  little  of  his  wills  tell  me,  Laertes , 

Why  thou  art  thus-incens’d : let  him  go  to  Gertrardy 
Speak  man. 

Laert.  Where  is  my  Father  > 

Kmg.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laert.  How  came  he  dead  ? I’ll  not  be  juggl’d  with  : 

To  Hell  Ailegeance,  Vows  to  the  blackeft  Devil, 

44  Confcience  and  Grace  to  the  profoundeft  pit, 

44 1 dare  damnation : ” to  this  Point  1 ftand. 

That  both  the  Worlds  I give  to  negligence. 

Let  come  what  comes,  only  I’ll  be  reveng’d 
Molt  throughly  for  my  Father. 

King.  Who  lhall  ftay  you  ? 

Laert.  My  will,  not  all  the  Worlds: 

And  for  my  means,  1*11  husband  them  fo  well, 

TJiey  fhall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Will  you  in  revenge  of  your 
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Dear  Fathers  death  deftroy  both  Friend  and  Foe  ? 

Laert . None  but  his  Enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then  ? 

Laert.  To  this,  good  friends,  thus  wide  I’ll  ope  my  arms, 

And  like  the  kind  Life-rendring  Pelican 
Relieve  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why,  now  you  fpeak 
Like  a good  Child,  and  a true  Gentleman. 

That  I am  guildefs  of  your  Fathers  death. 

And  am  molt  fenfible  in  grief  for  it. 

It  (hall  as  level  to  youi  judgment  lye,; 

As  day  does  to  your  eye..  noife  within . 

Enter  Ophelia, 

Laert . Let  her  come  in. 

“ How  now?  what  noife  is  that? 

“ O heat  dry  up  my  brains,  tears  feven  times  fait 
u Burn  outthe  fenfe  and  Virtue  of  mine  eye  ; 

By  Heaven  ” thy  madnefslhall  be  paid  with  weight 
Till  our  Scale  turn  the  Beam.  O Rofe  of  May ! 

Dear  Maid,  kind  Sifter,  fweet  Ophelta  1 
O Heavens  ! is’t  poflible  a young  Maids  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  a fick  man’s  life ! 

Ophel . They  bore  him  bare- fac’d  on  the  Bier,  [.Song. 

And  in  his  Grave  rain’d  many  a tear. 

Fare  you  well,  my  Dove. 

Laert.  Had’d:  thouthywits,  and  didftperfwade revenge. 

It  could  not  move  thus. 

Ophel.  You  muft  fing  a down,  a down, 

And  you  call  him  a down  a.  O how  the  Wheel  becomes  it, 

It  is  the  falfe  Steward  that  ftole  his  Matters  Daughter. 

Laert.  This  nothing  is  much  more  chan  matter. 

Ophel.  There’s  Rofemary,  that’s  for  remembrance,  pray  you 
Love  remember ; and  there’s  Pancics,  that’s  for  thoughts. 

La.  A document  in  madnefs, thoughts  andremembrance  fitted. 
Ophel.  There’s  Fennel  for  you,  and  Columbines,  there’s  Rue 
for  you,  and  here’s  fome  for  me,  we  may  call  it  Herb  of  Grace  a 
Sundays , you  may  wear  your  Rue  with  a difference  ; there’s  a 
Dafie.”  I would  give  you  fome  Violets,  buc  they  withered  all 
when  my  Father  dyed  ; they  fay  he  made  a good  end. 

For  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy. 

Laert.  Thoughts  and  afflictions,  fafilon,  Hell  it  felf 
She  tur  ns  to  favour  and  to  prettinefs. 

Ophel.  And  will  he  not  come  again  ? LSonre 

“ And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

No, 
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No,  no,  he  is  dead,  go  to  thy  Death-Bed, 

He  never  will  come  again. 

His  Beard  was  as  white  as  Snow, 

Flaxen  was  his  Pole, 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone,  and  wc  caft  away  moan, 

And  peace  be  with  his  foul  and  with  all  Lovers  fouls. 

King.  Laertes , I mult  lhare  in  your  grief, 

Or  you  deny  me  l ight ; Go  but  a part. 

Make  choice  of  whom  your  wifeft  friends  you  will, 

And  they  (hall  hear  and  judge  ’twixt  you  and  me, 

If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch’d,  we  will  our  Kingdom  give, 

“ Our  Crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours 
To  you  in  fatisfa&ion  , but  if  not, 

Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us. 

And  we  (hail  jointly  labour  with  your  foul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laert.  Let  this  be  fo. 

His  means  of  Death,  his  obfeure  Funeral, 

No  Trophee,  Sword,  nor  Hatchment  o’r  his  bones, 

No  noble  right,  no  formal  oftentation 
Cry  to  be  heard  as  ’twerc  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 

That  I mud  call’t  in  Queftion. 

King.  So  you  (hall, 

And  where  th’  offence  is,  let  the  great  Axe  fall. 

I pray  you  go  with  me.  ^Exeunt. 

Enter  Horatio  and  others. 

Horat,  What  are  they  that  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Gen.  Sea-fairing  men,  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  Letters  for  you. 
Horat.  Let  them  come  in. 

I do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  World 
1 (hould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet.  [ Enter  Sailers . 
Sail.  Save  you,  Sir. 

Sail.  There’s  a Letter  for  you,  Sir,  it  came  from  the  Ambafla- 
dor  that  was  bound  for  England , if  your  name  be  Horatio , as  I 
am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Hora . Horatio , when  thou  (halt  have  overlook’d  this,  give  thefe 
Fellows  fome  means  to  the  King,  they  have  Letters  for  him. 
E’re  we  were  two  days  old  at  Sea,  a Pyrat  of  very  warlike  ap- 
pointment gave  us  chafe.  Finding  our  (elves  too  flow  of  Sail,  we 
put  on  a compeiled  valor,  and  in  the  grapple  I boarded  them  : on 
the  inftant  they  got  clear  of  our  Ship,  fo  I alone  became  their  Pri- 
mmer. They  have  dealt  with  me  like  Thieves  of  mercy,  but  they 
knew  what  they  did  airi  to  do  a turn  for  them.  Let  the 
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King  have  the  Letters  I have  fent,  and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as 
much  fpeed  as  thou  wouldfl  fly  death.  I have  words  to  fpeak 
in  thine  Ear  will  make  thee  dumb,  yet  are  they  much  too  light 
for  the  matter:  thefe  good  Fellows  will  bring  thee  where  lam. 
Rofincraas  and  Giuldenftern  hold  their  courfe  for  England , of  them 
I have  much  to  tell  thee.  Farewel.  Hamlet. 

Hot  at.  Come,  l will  make  you  way  for  thefe  your  Letters, 

And  do’c  the  fpeedier  that  yon  may  direct  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  £ Exeunt . 

Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  mult  your  Confcience  my  Acquittance  feal. 

And  you  mult  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend,  . V 

Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a knowing  Ear, 

That  he  who  hath  your  noble  Father  (lain  \ 

Purfued  my  Life. 

Laert.  It  well  appears : but  tell  me 
Why  you  proceed  not  againlt  thefe  feats 
So  criminal  and  fo  capital  in  nature. 

As  by  your  fafetyr.greatnefs, . wifdom,  all  things  elfe. 

You  mainly  were  Hir’d  up. 

King,  For  two  fpecial  reafons* 

Which  may  perhaps  to  you  feem  weak, 

But  yet  to  me  they’re  flrong  .*  the  Queen  his  Mother 
Lives  almoft  by  his  looks,  and  for  my  felf. 

My  Vertue  or  my  Plague,  be  it  either. 

She  is  fo  precious  to  my  life  and  foul, 

That  as  the  Star  moves  not  but  in  his  Sphere, 

I could  not  but  by  her : the  other  motive,. 

Why  to  a publick  count  1 might  not  go, 

Is  the  great  love  the  people  bear  him, 

Who  dipping  ail  bisTaultsin  their  afieCtion, 

Work  like  the  Spring  that  turneth  Wood  to  Stone, 
a Convert  his  gyves  Graces,  fothat  my  Arrows, 
u Too  iTightly  timbered  for  fo  loved  arms, 

“ Would  have  reverted  to  my  Bow  again, 

But  not  where  I have  aim’d  them. 

Laert.  And  fo  I have  a noble  Father  loft> 

A Siller  driven  into  defperate  terms, 

Whofe  worth,  if  praifes  may  go  back  again, 

Stood  Challenger  on  the  Mount  of  Old  Age 
For  her  perfections : but  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  Heps  for  that,  you  mull  not  think 
That  we  are  made  of  Stuff’ fo  flat  and  dull. 

That  we  can  let  our  Beards  be  Ihcok  with  anger5 

And 
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And  think  it  paftime : you  fhortly  fhall  hear  more. 

I lov’d  your  Father,  and  we  love  our  felf, 

44  And  that  I hope  will  teach  you  to  imagine. 

Enter  a Meffenger  with  Letters . 

Meff.  Thefe  to  your  Majdty,  this  to  the  Queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet  ? Who  brought  them  ? 

Mejf.  Saylors,  my  Lord,  they  fay,  I faw  them  qot  j 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio , he  received  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes , you  (hall  hear  them : leave  U9.  [ 'Exeunt . 

High  and  mighty,  you  (hall  know  1 am  fet  naked  on-  your  King- 
dom : to  morrow  (hail  I beg  leave  to  fee  your  Kingly  eyes,  when 
I fhall  (firft  asking  your  pardon)  thereunto  recount  the  occafion 
of  myfudden  return. 

King . What  fhould  this  mean  ? are  all  the  reft  come  back  ? 

Or  is  it  fome  abufe,  and  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Laert.  Know  you  the  Hand  ? 

King.  Tis Hamlet's  Character.  Naked! 

And  in  a Poftfcript  here  he  fays  alone, 

Can  you  advife  me  ? 

Laert.  I am  loft  in  it,  my  Lord}  but  let  him  come. 

It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart, 

That  I live,  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 

Thus  didft  thou. 

King . If  it  be  fo,  Laertes i 
As  how  fhould  it  be  fo,  how  otherwife  ?' 

Will  you  be  rul’d  by  me  ? 

Laert.  I,  my  Lord,  foyou  willnotoY-rulemetoapeace, 
King,  To  thine  own  peace : if  he  be  now  returned, 

As  iikTng  not  his  Voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it,  1 will  work  him 
To  anexploit  now  ripe  in  my  device. 

Under  the  which  he  fhali  not  chufe  but  fall, 

And  for  his  death  no  Wind  of  biame  fhall  breathe, 

But  even  bis  Mother  fhall  uncharge  the  pra&ice. 

And  call  it  accident.  • * \ 

Laert.  My  Lord,  I will  be  rul’d, 

The  rather  if  you  could  devife  it  fo 
That  I might  be  the  Inftrument, 

King,  it  fails  right : . a 

You  have  been  taint  of  face  your  travel  much, 

And  that  in  H m u' s hearing,  for  a quality 
v Wherein  they  i«y  -you  (hjne^  your Turn  of  parts j } 

Did  not  together  pmefe  fudienvy  from  him 
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“ As  did  that  one,  and  that  in  my  regard 
“ Of  the  unworthieft  fiege. 

Laert . What  part  is  that,  my  Lord  ? 

King.  A very  Feather  in  the  Cap  of  Youth, 

“ Yet  needful  too,  for  Youth  no  lefs  becomes 
“ The  light  and  carelefs  Livery  that  it  wears, 

“ Than  fetl,ed  Age  his  Sables,  and  his  Weeds, 

<c  Importing  health  and  gravenefs : ” two  months  fince 
Here  was  a Gentleman  of  Normandy , 

I have  feen  my, felf,  and  ferv’d  againfl:  the  French , 

And  they  can  well  on  horfe-back  } but  this  Gallant 
Had  Witchcraft  in’t,  he  grew  into  his  Seat, 

And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  Horfe, 

As  he  had  been  incorps’d  and  demi-natur’d 
With  the  brave  Beaft  •,  fo  far  he  top’d  my  thought, 
That  I in  forgery  of  lhapes  and  tricks 
Come  fhort  of  what  he  did. 

Laert.  A Norman  was’t  ? 

King.  A Norman . 

Laert . Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 

King.  The  very  fame. 

Laert . I know  him  well,  he  is  indeed. 

The  Gem  of  all  the  Nation. 

King.  He  made  Confefiion  of  you, 

And  gave  you  fuch  a mafterly  report 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence, 

And  for  your  Rapier  moft  efpecialiy, 

That  he  cry’d  out,  ’twould  be  a light  indeed. 

If  one  could  match  you  : the  Fencers  of  their  Nation 
Fie  fwore  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor.  eye. 

If  you  oppos’d  them:  Sir,  tins  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  envenome  with  his  envy. 

That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wifh  and  beg 
Your  fudden  coming  o’r  to  play  with  you. 

Now  out  of  this. 

Lam.  VVhatout  of  this*  my  Lord  > 

King.  Laertes,  was  you;  Father  dear  to  you  ? 

Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a forrow, 

A face  without  a heart  ? 

Laert.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 

King.  Not  that  I think  von  did  not  love  your  Father, 
“ But  that  1 know  love,  is  began  by  time, 

4t  And  that  I fee  in  pailages  of  p-  oof, 

<c  Time  qualifies  the  fpai  k and  fire  of  it  5 


Hamlet  Prince  of  Denmark.  7 1 

“ There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love, 

“ A kind  of  Wiekor  Snuff  that  will  abate  it, 

“ And  nothing  is  at  a like  goodnefs  (till  j 
“ For  goodnefs  growing  to  a Pleurifie, 

Ct  Dies  in  his  own  too  much,  that  we  would  do, 
c‘  We  Ihould  do  when  we  would  : for  this  would  changes, 
u And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many  • 

4€  As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents, 
u And  then  this  fiwnld is  Yikc a fpend  thrift-Jigh, 

<4  That  hurts  by  eafing:  ” but  to  the  quick  of  th’ ulcer, 

Hamlet  comes  back,  what  would  you  undertake 
To  Ihe  w your  fejf  indeed  ypur  Fathers  Son 
More  than  in  words*?’ 

Laert.  To  cut  his  throat  i’th’  Church. 

King.  No  place  indeed  fhould  protect  a Murderer, 

Revenge fhould  have  no  Bounds : but, good  Laertes^. 

Kc  p clofe  within  your  Chamber, 

Hamlet  return’d  fhali  know  you  are  come  home, 

We’ll  put  on  thole  lhail  piaife  your  excellence. 

And  fet  a double  varnilh  on  the  fame 

The  French-man  gave  you,  bffng  you  in  fine  together, 

And  wager  o’r  your  heads ; he  being  remifs. 

Mod  generous  and  free  from  all  contriving. 

Will  not  perufe  the  foils,  fo  that  with  eafe, 

Or  with  a little  fliuffling,  you  may  chufe 
A Sword  unbated,  and  in  a pace  of  practice 
Requite  him  for  your  Father. 

Laert.  I will  do’t  \ 

And  for  the  purpoie  I’ll  anoint  my  Swords 
1 bought  an  Unftion  of  a Mountebank 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a Knife  in  it, 

Where  it  draws  blood,  no  Cataplafm  fo  rare 

Colle&ed  from  all  Simples  tharbave  Vertue 

Under  the  Moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death 

That  is  but  fcrarcht  withal  *,  I’ll  touch  my  Point 

With  this  Contagion,  that  if  \ gait  him  (lightly' it  may  be  deatho 

King.  LetVfurther  chink  of  this,* 

“ Weigh  what  conveyance  both  of  time  and  means, 

<l  May  fit  ns  r#  our  ibape,  if  mis  ihould  fad, 

4t  And  thar  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance, 

“ ’Twere-  berrer  notaflay’d.  Therefore  this  proje<ft 
tv  Should'  have  a back  01  ficond,  that  might  hold 
^ \t  this  did  b I a ft  in  proof  .•  ” fofr,  let  me  fee, 

We’ll  make  a fokmn  Wager  on  your  Cunnings, 


Ihave’t, 
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I have  ’t,  when  in  your  motion  ..you  are  hot  and  dry, 

As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end, 

And  that  he  calls  for  Drink,  I’ll  have  prepar’d  him 
A Chalice  for  the  pucpofe,  whereon  but  tailing, 

If  he  by  chance  efcape  your  venomM  Tuck, 

Our  purpofemay  hold  there.  But  (lay,  whatnoife?  [ Enter  Quee 

Q^ten.  OiTe  woe  doth  tread  npon  anothers  heel,, 

So  iatt  they  follows  your  Siller’s  drown’d,  Laertes . 

Laert.  Drown’d!  O where? 

Queen,  There  is  a Willow  growing  o’r  a tBrook, 

That  fhews  his  hoary  Leaves  in  the  Glaflie  Scream, 

Near  which,  fantaftick  Garlandsfhe  dic^make 
Of  Crow  dowers,  Nettles,  Daifies,  and  long  Purples, 

“ That  liberal  Shepheids  give  a groifer  name, ' 

But  ourcuicok!  Maids  do  dead  mens  Fingers  call  them, 

There  on  the  Boughs  her  Coronet  weeds  " * 

Clambring  to  hang,  an  envious  Shiver  broke. 

When  down  her  weedy  Trophees  and  her  feif 
Fell  in  the  weeping  Brook,  11  her  Cloaths  fpread  wide, 

“ And  Mermaid  like  a while  they  bore  her  up, 

44  Which  time  (he  chanted  remnancsof  old  lauds, 

As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs, 

Or  like  a Creature  native  and  indued  ( 

Unto  that  Element ; but  long  it  could  not  be  i 

Till  that  her  Garments,  heavy  with  theirTJrink, 

Pull’d  the  gentle  Maid  from  her  melodiouslay  x 

To  muddy  death. 

Laert.  Alas ! then  is  (he  drown’d  ? 

Queen.  Drown’d,  drown’d. 

Laert . Too  much  of  water  haft  thou,  poor  Ophelia^ 

And  therefore  I forbid  my  tears  j but  yet  r 

It  is  our  trick,  Nature  her  Cuftom  holds. 

Let  (hame  fay  what  it  will  *,  44  when  thefe  are  gore 
44  The  Woman  will  be  out.  *’  Adieu,  my  Lord, 


I have  a fire  that  fain  would  blaze. 

But  that  this  folly  drowns  it. 

TExir. 

Kin?.  Let’s  follow  Gtrtrard ; 

How  much  I had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage.! 

Now  I fear  this  will  give  It  ftart  again, 

# 

Therefore  let’s  follow. 

[Exeunt. 

< j r.  -'C-i'  — 
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A C T V.  S C E N E I. 


Enter  two  Clowns  with  Spades  and  Mattocks. 

Clown.  TS  (he  to  be  buried  in  Chriftlan  Burial,  when  (he  wilfully 
X feeksherowri  falvation? 

Oth.  i cell  thee  (he  is>  therefore  make  her  Grave  ftraighr,  the 
Crowner  hath  fat  on  her,  and  finds  it  Chriftian  Burial. 

Clown.  How  can  that  be,  unlefs  (lie  drown’d  her  felf  id  her 
own  defence  ? 

Oth . Why,  ’tis  found  fo. 

Clown.  It  muft  be  fo  offended,  it  cannot  be  elfe ; for  here  lyes 
the  Point,  if  I drown  my  felf  wittingly,  it  argues  an  aft  } and  an 
aft  hath  three  Branches,  it  is  to  aft,  to  do,  and  to  perform,  or 
all  v.  (he  drown’d  her  lelf  wittingly. 

Oth.  Nay  but  hear  you,  Goodman  Delver. 

Cown.  Give  me  leave,  here  lies  the  water,  good*,  hereftands 
the  man,  good  ; if  the  man  go  to  this  water  and  drown  himfelf, 
it  is  will  he  niil  he:  he  goes,  mark  you  that}  but  if  the  water 
come  to  him  and  drown  him,  he  drowns  not  himfelf  ; argal,  he 
that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death,  Ihortens  not  his  own  life. 

Oth.  But  is  this  Law  ? 

Clown.  I marry  is’t,  Crowners  Quell:  Law. 

Clown.  Will  you  have  the  truth  on’t,  if  this  had  not  been  a Gen- 
tlewoman, (he  (hould  have*been  buried  without  Chriftian  Burial. 

Clown.  Why,  there  thou  fayeft,  and  the  more  pity  that  great 
Folk  fhould  have  countenance  in  this  World  to  drown  or  hang 
themfelves  more,  than  we:  Come,  my  Spade,  there  is  no  anti- 
ent  Gentleman  but  Gardeners,  Ditchers  and  Grave-makers, 
hold  they  up  Adam's  Profelfion. 

Oth.  Was  he  a Gentleman  ? 

Clown.  He  was  the  firft  that  ever  here  Arms. 

I’ll  put  another  Queftion  to  thee,  if  thou  anfwereft  me  not  to  the 
purpofe,  confefs  thy  felf. 

Clown.  What  is  he  that  builds  ftronger  tlftn  either  the  Mafon, 
the  Shipwright,  or  the  Carpenter  ?. 

Oth.  The  Gallows-maker,  for  that  out  lives  a thoufand  tenants. 

Clown.  1 like  thy  wit  well,  the  Gallows  does  well,  but  how  does 
i>t  well  ? it  does  well  to  thofe  that  do  ill,  now  thou  doeft  ill  to  fay 
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the  Gallows  is  built  ftronger  than  the  Church : argal  the  Gallows 
may  do  well  to  thee.  To’t  again,  come. 

Othel.  Who  builds  ftronger  than  a Mafon,  a Shipwright,  or 
a Carpenter  ? 

Clown.  I,  tell  me  that  and  unyoke. 

Oth.  Marry  now  1 can  tell; 

Clown.  To’t. 

Oth.  ’Mafs  I cannot  tell. 

Clown.  Cudgel  thy  Brains  no  more  about  it,  for  your  dull  Afs 
will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating,  and  when  you  are  askt  this 
Queftionnext,  fay  a Grave-Maker,  the  houfes  he  makes  laft  till 
Doomf-  day.  Go  get  thee  in  and  fetch  me  a Stoop  of  Liquor. 

In  Youth  when  I did  love,  did  love,  {Sow. 

Methought  it  was  very  fweet 
To  contract,  O the  time  for  a my  behove, 

O methought  there  was  nothing  a meet. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Has  this  Fellow  no  feeling  in  his  bufinefs?  He  lings  in 
Grave  making. 

Hor.  Cuftom  hath  made  it  in  him  a property  of  eafinefs.  (fenle. 

Ham.'Tis  e’n  fo,the  hand  of  little  imployment  hath  the  daintier 

Clow.  But  Age  with  his  dealing  fttps  '{Song. 

hath  claw’d  me  in  his  clutch. 

And  hath  fnipped  me  into  the  Land, 
as  if  I had  never  been  fuch. 

Ham.  That  Skull  had  a tongue  in  it,  and  could  ling  once,  how 
the  Knave  jowls  it  to  the  Ground,  as  if  ’twere  Cain's  Jaw-bone, 
that  did  the  firft  murder;  this  might  be  the  Pate  of  a Politician, 
which  this  Afs  now  o’r-reaches,  one  that  would  circumvent  Hea- 
ven, might  it  not?. 

Horat.  It  might,  my  Lord. 

Ham . Or  of  a Courtier,  which  could  fay,  Goodjnorrow,  my 
Lord,  how  doft  thou,  fweet  Lord  ? this  might  be  my  Lord  fuch  a 
one,  that  praifed  my  Lord  fuch  a ones  Horfe  when  he  meant  to 
beg  him,  might  it  not? 

Horat.  I,  my  Lord. 

“ Ham.  Why  e’en  fo,  and  now  my  Lady  worms  Choples,  and 
u knock t about  the  ma’ier  with  a Sextons  Spade  *,  ” here's  a fine 
revolution,  and  we  had  the  trick  to  fee’t } did  thefe  bones  coft  no 
more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  Loggits  with  them  ? mine  ake1 
to  think  on’t. 

Clown.  A Pick- Axe  and  a Spade,  a Spade, 
for  and  a (hrowding  Sheet, 

O a Pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  made 
for  fuch  a Gueft  is  meet* 
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£faw.There’s  another, why  may  not  that  be  the  skull  of  a Law 
yer?  where  be  his  quiddities  now,  hisquilitics,  his  cafes,  his  te- 
nures, and  his  tricks  ? why  does  he  fuffer  this  mad  knave  now  to 
knock  him  about  the  fconce  with  a dirty  (hovel,  and  will  not  tell 
him  of  his  atftions  of  battery  ? hum  .•  this  fellow  might  be  in’s  time 
a great  buyer  of  land, with  his  ftatutcs,hisrecognifances,his  fines, 
his  double  vouchers, his  recoveries, to  have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine 
dirt : will  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchaces  and  dou- 
bles, than  the  length  and  bredth  of  a pair  of  Indenturs  ? the  very 
conveyances  of  his  land  will  fcarcely  lie  in  this  box,  and  mull  the 
inheritour  himfelf  have  no  more  ? ha  1 

Hora.  Not  a jot  more,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  ‘Ms  not  parchment  made  of  (beep-skins? 

Hora.  “I  my,  Lord,  and  of  calve-skins  too. 

Ham.  u They  are  (beep  and  calves  which  leek  out  affurance  in 
that.  ” I will  fpeak  to  this  fellow : Whofe  grave’s  this,  firrah  ? 

Clown.  Mint,  Sir,  or  a pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made, 

Ham . I think  it’s  thine  indeed,  for  thou  ly’ft  in’t. 

Clown. You  lie  out  on’t  Sir,  and  therefore  ’tis  not  yours : for  my 
part  I do  not  lie  in’t,  yet  it’s  mine. 

Ham . Thou  doft  lye  in’t,  to  be  in’t,  and  fay  it  is  thine,  ’tis  for 
the  dead,  not  for  the  quick,  therefore  thou  lyefh 

Clown"  Tis  a quick  lye  Sir,  ’twill  again  from  me  to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  doft  thou  dig  it  for  ? 

ClownEot  no  man.  Sir. 

Ham . What  woman  then  ? 

Clown  .For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in’t  ? 

Clown.Oxie  that  was  a woman,  Sir, but  reft  her  foul,  (he’s  dead. 

Ham.  How  abfolute  the  knave  is,  we  muft  fpeak  by  the  card, 
or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  Horatio , th  is  three  years  I have  took 
notice  of  it, the  age  is  grown  fo  piqued, that  the  toe  of  the  Peafant 
comes  fo  near  the  heel  of  the  Courtier,he  galls  his  Kibe.  How  long 
haft  thou  been  a Grave-maker  ? 

Clown. Of  all  the  days  i’th*  year  1 came  to’t  that  day  that  our 
laft  King  Hamlet  overcame  Fortinbrafl. 

Ham.  How  long  is  that  fince  ? 

Clown.C annot  you  tell  that  ? every  fool  can  tell  that  \ it  was 
that  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born,he  that  is  mad  and  fent 
into  England. 

Ham.  I marry,  why  was  he  fent  into  England  ? 

Clown.  Why  > becaufe  he  was  mad,  he  (hall  recover  his  wits 
there,  or  if  he  do  not  ’tis  no  great  matter  there. 

Ham . Why? 

L 2 
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Clown.  ’T will  not  be  feen  in  him  there5theie  are  men  as  mad 
as  he.  Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

Clown.  Very  ftrangely  they  fay. 

Ham.  How  ftrangely  ? 

Gown.  Faith  e’en  with  lofing  his  wits. 

Ham.  Upon  what  ground  ? 

Clown.  Why, here  in  Denmark  : where  I have  been  Sexton, man* 
and  boy,  thirty  years. 

. Ham.  How  long  will  a man  lie  i’th*’  earth  e’re  he  rot  ? 

Clown.  Faith  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die, as  we  have  many- 
pocky  Coarfes  that  will  fcarce  hold  the  lying  in,  he  will  laft  you 
home  eight  years,  or  nine  years:  a Tanner  will  laft  you  nine  years. 

Ham.  Why  he  more  than  another  ? 

Clown.  Why,Sir,his  hide  is  fo  tann’d  with  his  trade^that  he  will 
keep  out  water  a great  while,  and  your;  water  is  a fore  decayer  of 
your  whorfon  dead  body:  here’s  a skull  now  hath  lien  you  i’th’ 
earth,  three  and  twenty  years. 

Ham.  Whole  was  it? 

Clown . A whorfon  mad  fellow’s  it  was,whofe  do  you  think  it 
was  ? Ham.  Nay,  I know  not. 

Clown . A peftilenee  on  him  for  a mad  rogue, he  pour’d  a flaggon 
of  Rhenifh  on  my  head  once ; this  fame  skull  Sir,  was  Sir  Toners 
skull,  the  King’s  Jefter. 

Ham . This? 

Clown.  E’en  that. 

Ham.  Alas  poor  Touch,  I knew  hmyHoratio ,a  fellow  of  infinite 
ieft,of  moft  excellent  fancy,he  hath  bore  me  on  his  back  a thoufand 
times,  and  now  how  abhorred  in  my  imagination  it  is  ? my  gorge 
riles  at  it.  Here  hung  thofe  lips  that  I have  kift  I know  not  how 
oft : where  be  your  jibes  now, your  jcfts,your  fongsyycur  flafnes  of 
merriment, that  were  wont  to  fet  the  table  on  a roar  ? not  one  now 
to  mock  your  own  grinning  ? quite  chop-fain  ? Now  get  you  to 
my  Ladies  tableland  teil  her5let  herpaintan  inch  thick,  to  this 
favour  fhe  muft  come  *,  make  her  laugh  at  that. 

Prethee,  Horatio , tell  me  one  thing. 

Hora.  What’s  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Doll  thou  think  Alexander  lookt  on  this  falhion  i’tlf* 
earth  ? Hora.  E’en  fo. 

Ham.  And  fmelt  lb  ? pah. 

Hora.  E’en  fo  my  Lord. 

Ham.  To  what  bafeufes  we  may  return  , Horatio\  why  may 
not  imagination  trace  the  noble  duft  of  Alexander  till  he  find  it 
flopping  a bung  hole.  < 

Hora.  ’Twere  to  confider  toocuricufly  to  confider  fo. 

Ham.  No 
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Ham.  Nofaith,  not  a jot  but  to  follo  w him  thither  with  mode- 
fly  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it,  Alexander  died,  Alexander 
was  buried,  Alexander  returneth  to  duftvthe  duft  is  earth,  of  earth 
we  make  lome,  and  why  of  that  lomc  whereto  he  was  converted 
might  they  not  Hop  a Beer  barrel ? 

Imperious  Cafar  dead  and  turn’d  to  clay 
Might  flop  a hole  to  keep  the  wind  away. 

0 tf at, that  earth  which  kept  the  world  in  awe, 

Should  patch  a wall  t’xpel  the  waters  flaw  ! 

But  fofr,  but  foft  a while,  here  comes  the  King,  £ Enter  King, 
The  Queen,  the  Courtiers : who  is  this  they  follow,  3 Qjdecr1-) 

And  with  luch  maimed  rites?  this  doth  betoken,  *ertes,  and 
The  Coarfe  they  follow  did  with  defperatohand  \the  Coarfe . 
Fore-do  its  own  life,  ’ewasoffome  eftate : 

Stand  by  a while,  and  mark. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes , a very  noble  youth. 

Laert . What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

Dott.  Her  obfequies  have  been  as  far  inlarg’d 
As  we  have  warranty ; her  death  was  doubtful, 

And  but  that  great  command  o’re-fways  the  order. 

She  fhould  in  Ground  unfanctified  been  lodg’d  : 

For  charitable  prayers, 

Flints  and  pebbles  fhould  be  thrown  on  her, 

Yet  here  fhe  is  allow’d  her  virgin  rites. 

Her  maiden  flrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial.  * 

Laer.  Mu  ft  there  no  more  be  done  ? 

Doth.  No  more: 

We  fnould  prophane  the  fervice  of  the  dead, 

To  flng  a Requiem,  and  fuch  reft  to  her, 

As  to  peace  parted  fouls. 

Laer . Lay  her  i’th’  earth, 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefli 
May  violets  fpring  : 1 tell  thee  churlifli  Prieft, 

A miniftring  Angel  fhall  my  fifrer  be, 

When  thou  lieft  howling. 

Ham.  What  ? the  fair  Ophelia  ? 

Qt.  Sweets  to  the  Tweet,  farewel, 

1 hop’d  thou  fhould’ft  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife,  * 

I thought  thy  Bride  bed  to  have  deckt,  fweet  maid, 

, And  not  have  ftrew’d  thy  grave. 

> Laer . O treble  woe  ! 

Fall  ten  times  double  on  that  curfed  head, 
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Whofe  wicked  deeds  deprived  thee  of 

Thy  mod  ingenuous  fenie  : hold  off  the  earth  awhile, 

Till  I have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms. 

Now  pile  your  dull  upon  the  quick,  and  dead, 

Till  of  this  flat  a mountain  you  have  made 
T’ore  top  old  Peliony  or  the  skyifh  head 
Of  blue  Olympus . 

Ham.  What  is  he,  whofe  grief 
Bears  fuch  an  emphafis,  whofe  phrafeof  forrow 
Conjures  the  wandring  itars,  and  makes  them  itand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  ? ’tis  I, 

Hamlet  the  Dane . 

Laer.  Perdition  catch  thee. 

Ham.  Thou  pray’ft  not  well : I prethee  take  thy  fingers  from 
For  though  I am  not  fpleenative  and  rafb,  (my  throat : 

Yet  have  I in  mefomething  dangerous, 

Which  let  thy  wifdom  fear , hold  off  thy  hand. 

King.  Pluck  them  afunder, 

Qa.  Hamlet , Hamlet . 

All . Gentlemen. 

Hora.  Good  my  Lord,  be  quiet. 

Ham.  Why,  I will  fight  witlv him  upon  this  theam, 

Until  my  eye  lids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Qu,.  O my  fon,  what  thcam  > 

Ham.  I lov’d  Ophelia , forty  thoufand  brothers 
Could  not  with  ail  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  fum : What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

King*  O he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Qu.  Forbear  him. 

Ham.  Shew  me  what  thou’t  do, 

Wilt  weep,  wilt  fight,  wilt  faft,  wilt  tear  thy  fell. 

Wilt  drink  up  Efil,  eat  a Crocodile  ? 
i’ll  do’t , dolt  thou  come  here  to  whine  ? 

To  out-face  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ? 

Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  fo  will  I;, 

And  if  thou  prate  of  mountain?,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us,  till  our  ground 
Sindging  his  pate  againfl;  the  burning  Zone, 

Make  Offa  like  a wart  •,  nay,  and  thou’lt  mouth, 

Til  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Qu.  This  is  meer  madnefs, 

And  thus  a while  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 

Anon  as  patient  as  a female  Doe,  ? 

When  firft  her  golden  couplets  are  difclos’d, 

His 
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His  filence  will  lit  drooping 
Ham,  Hear  you,  Sir, 

What  is  the  reafon  that  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

I lov’d  you  ever,  but  it  is  no  matter, 

Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may, 

The  Cat  will  mew,  a dog  will  have  his  day.  f Exit  Hamlet 
King.  I pray  thee  good  Horatio  y wait  upon  him,  [W  Horatio. 
Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  lafl:  nights  fpeech, 

We’ll  put  the  matter  to  the  prefent  pulh. 

Good  Gertrard,  fet  fome  watch  over  your  Ton, 

This  Grave  (hall  have  a living  monument* 

41  An  hour  of  quiet  thereby  (hall  we  fee, 
u Till  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [[£ xtmu 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  for  this,  Sir, you  fhall  now  fee  the  other : 

You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance. 

Hora.  Remember  it  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Sir  in  my  heart  there  was  a kind  of  fighting 
That  would  not  let  mefleep,  (€  meth, ought  1 lay 
w Worfe  than  the  mutines  in  the  Bilboes,  rafhly, 

“ And  prais’d  be  ralhnefs  for  it  \ let  us  know 

Our  indifcretion  fometimes  ferves  us  well 

When  our  deep  plots  do  fall, and  that  fhould  learn  us* 

There’s  a Divinity  that  lhapes  our  ends* 

Rough  hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hora.  That  is  mofccertaim 
Ham,  Up  from  my  Cabin, 

My  Sea-gown  wrapt  about  me,  in  the  dark 
I grop’d  to  find  out  them,  had  my  defire, 

Reach’d  their  packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  ag^in,  making  fo  bold 
(My  fears  forgetting  manners ) to  unfold 
Their  grand  Commiflion,  where  1 found,  Horatio , 

An  exa&  command, 

a Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  reafons, 
ct  Importing  Denmark?  \\za\£\\  and  Englands  too* 
u With  hoe,  fuch  Bugs  and  Goblings  in  my  life, 

“ That  on  the  fupervife,  no  leifure  bated, 

“ No,  not  to  flay  the  grinding  of  the  Ax, 

My  head  fhouJd.be  flruck  off  with. 

Hora.  Is’t  poffibie  ? 

Ham.  Here’s  the  Commitlion,  read  it  at  more  leifure: 

B’M:  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I did  proceed  ? 

Hora.  I befeech  you. 
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Ham.  Being  thus  be-netted  round  with  Villains, 

E’re  I could  make  a Prologue  to  my  Brains, 

They  had  begun  the  Play : I fate  me  down, 

Devis’d  a new  Commilfion,  wrote  it  fair : 

1 once  did  hoid  it,  as  our  Statids  do, 

A bafenefs  to  write  fair,  and  labour’d  much 
How  to  forget  that  Learning  j but,  Sir,  now 
1 1 did  me  Yeomans  fervice;  wilt  thouknow 
Tii’  effld  of  what  l wrote  ? 

Horat.  1,  good  my  Lord. 

Ham.  An  earned  conjuration  from  the  King, 

As  England  was  his  faithful  Tributary, 

As  love  between  them  like  the  Palm  might  fiourilh. 

As  Peace  fheuld  dill  her  wheaten  Garland  wear, 

“ And  dand  a Comma  ’tween  their  amities, 

“ And  many  fuch  like,  as,  Sir,  of  great  charge, 

That  on  the  view  of  thefe  contents, 

Without  debatement  further  more  or  lefs 
He  ihould  thofe  Bearers  put  to  fudden  death. 

Not  fhriviug  time  allow’d. 

Horat.  How  was  this  feai’d  ? 

Ham.  Why,  even  in  that  was  Heaven  ordinant : 

1 had  my  Fathers  Signet  in  my  Purfe, 

Which  was  the  model  of  that  Damp}  Seal, 

Folded  t«ie  Wi  it  up  in  the  form  of  th’ ether, 

Subfcrib’d  it,  gave’t  th’ imprefTioo,  plac’d  it  iafely, 

The  Changling  never  known , now  the  next  day 
Was  our  Sea  fight,  and-  what  to  this  was  Fquent, 

Thou  know’d  already. 

Hoy  at . So  G uildenHern  and  T{ofcncraus  went  to  it. 

Ham.  They  are  not  near  my  Conference,  their  defeat 
Does  by  the ir  own  infinuation  grow  \ 

Tis  dangerous  when  the  bafer  nature  comes 
“ Bet  ween  the  Pafs  and  fell  incenfed  Point 
u Of  mighty  Oppofites. 

Horat.  Why,  what  a King  is  this ! 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  think  you,  dand  me  now  upon  ? 

He  that  hath  kill’d  my  King,  and  whor’d  my  Mother, 

St:  pt  in  between  th’ election  and  my  hopts, 

Thrown  out  his  Angle  for  my  proper  life,  [Enter  a 

And  with  fuch  cozenage,  is’c  not  perfed  confcience  ? ( Courtier . 

Court.  Your  Lordfhip  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark^ 

Ham.  I humbly  thank  you,  Sir,  ( 

Doed  know  this  water  die  ? 

Horat,  No, 
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Hora.  No,  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  Thy  (late  is  the  more  gracious,  for  ’tis  a vice  to  know 
him  *,  he  hath  much  land  and  fertil , let  a bead  be  Lord  of 
beads,  and  his  Crib  (hall  (land  at  the  King's  Mefs  \ ’tis  a chough, 
but  as  I fay,  fpacious  in  the  poffeffitm  of  dirt. 

Conn.  Sweet  Lord,  if  your  Lordfhip  were  at  leifure,  I fhould 
impart  a thing  to  you,  from  his  Majefly. 

Hamy  I will  receive  it.  Sir,  with  all  diligence  of  fpirit*,  your 
bonnet  to  his  right  ufe,  Tis  for  the  head. 

Court . I thank  your  Lordfhip,  ’tis  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  ’tis  very  cold,  the  wind  is  Northerly. 

Court.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  Lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet,  methinks,  it  is  very  foultry  and  hot,  for  my 
conlplexion. 

Court.  Exceedingly,  my  Lord,  it  is  very  foultry,  as  ’twere  I can- 
not tell  how.  My  Lord,  his  Majefly  bad  me  fignifie  unto  you,that 
he  has  laid  a great  wagtron  your  head.  Sir  *,  this  is  the  matter. 

Ham.  I befeech  you  remember. 

Court.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  for  my  eafe.  Sir,  here  is  newly 
come  to  Court  Laertes,  believe  me,  an  abfolute  Gentleman,  full 
of  mod  excellent  differences,  of  very  foft  fociety,  and  great  fhew  : 
indeed,  to  fpeak  feelingly  of  him,  he  is  the  Card,  or  Kalendar  of 
Gentry,  for  you  fhall  find  in  him  thefubdance  of  what  part  a 
Gentleman  would  fee. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  definement  differs  no  lofs  in  you,  though  I know 
to  divide  him  inventorially,  would  dizzy  th’  arithmetick  of  me- 
mory, and  yet  but  raw  neither  in  refpeft  of  his  quick  fail}  but 
in  the  verity  of  extolment  I take  him  to  be  a foul  of  great  article, 
and  his  infufion  of  fuch  dearth  and  rarenefs,  as  to  make  true  di- 
ction of  him,  his  femblable  is  his  mirrour,  and  whoclfe  would 
trace  him,  his  umbrage,  nothing  more. 

Court.  Your  Lordfhip  fpeaks  mod  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  concernancy,  Sir,  why  do  wrap  the  Gentleman 
in  our  rawer  breath  ? 

Court.  Sir. 

Hora.  Is’t  poffible  not  tounderdand  in  another  tongue,  you 
willdo’t,  Sir,  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  Gentleman  ? 

Court.  Of  Laertes  ? 

Hora.  Hispurfe  is  empty  already, all’s  golden  words  are  fpent. 

Ham.  Of  him,  Sir. 

Court . I kow  you  are  not  ignorant, 
o Ham.  I would  you  did,  Sir  *,  yet  if  you  did,  it  would  not  much 
approve  me  .*  well  Sir. 
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Court.  You  are  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is. 

Ham.  I dare  not  confefs  that,  left  I fhould  compare  with  him 
in  excellence  j but  to  know7  a man  well,  were  to  know  himfelf. 

Court . 1 mean,  Sir,  for  his  Weapon  * but  in  the  imputation 
laid  on  him  by  them  in  his  meed,  he's  unfeilowed. 

Ham.  What’s  his  Weapon  ? 

Court.  Single  Rapier. 

The  King,  Sir,  hath  wager’d  with  him  fix  Barbary  Horfes,  a- 
gainft  the  which  he  has  impawn’d,  as  I take  it,  fix  French  Rapi- 
ers and  Poniards,  with  their  Affigns,  as  Girdle,  Hanger,  and  fo : 
three  of  the  Carriages  are  very  dear  to  fancy,  very  refponfive  to 
the  Hilts,  moft  delicate  Carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  Carriages  ? 

Hor at.  I knew  you  muft  be  edified  by  the  Margin  e’re  you  had 
done. 

Court . The  Carriages,  Sir,  are  the  Hangers. 

Ham.  The  Phrafe  would  be  more  German  to  the  matter, if  we 
could  carry  a Cannon  by  our  fide?,  I would  it  might  be  Hangers 
till  then  : but  on,  fix  Barbary  Horfes  againfi:  fix  French  Swords, 
their  Affigns,  and  three  libera]  conceited  Carriages,  that’s  the 
French  Bett  againfi:  the  Danish,  why  is  this  all  you  call  it  > 

Court.  The  King,  Sir,  hath  laid,  Sir,  that  in  a dozen  Pafles  be- 
tween your  felf  and  him,  he  (hail  not  exceed  you  three  Hits,  he 
hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine,  and  it  would  come  to  immediate 
tryal,  if  your  Lordffiip  would  vouchfafe  the  Anfwer. 

Ham.  How  if  1 anfwer  no  ? 

Court.  I mean,  my  Lord,  the  oppofition  of  your  perfon  in  Cryah 

Ham.  S;r,  I will  walk  here  in  the  Hall,  if  it  pleafe  his  Majefty, 
it  is  the  breathing  time  of  the  day  with  me,  Jet  the  foils  be 
brought,  the  Gentleman  willing,  and  the  King  hold  hispurpofe, 
I will  win  for  him  if  1 can  , if  not,  1 will  gain  nothing  but  my 
ffiame  and  the  odd  Hits. 

Court.  Shall  1 deliver  you  fo  ? 

Ham.  To  this  effect,  Sir,  after  what  fiouriffi  your  nature  will. 

Court.  I commend  my  Duty  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Ham.  Yours  does  well  to  commend  it  felf,  there  are  no 
tongues  elfe  for  his  turn. 

Hor  at.  This  Lapwing  runs  away  with  the  Shell  on  his  head. 

Ham.  ct  He  did  fo,  Sir,  with  his  Dug  before  he  fuckt  it  ’’thus 
has  he  and  many  more  of  the  fame  breed  that  I know,  the  droffie 
Age  dotes  on,  only  get  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  out  of  an  habit 
of  encounter,  a kind  of  mifiy  Colk&ion,  which  carries  them 
through  and  through  the  moll  prophane  and  renowned  Opini- 
ons*, and  do  but  blow  them  to  their  tryal,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter 
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Enter  a Lord. 

Lord.  My  Lord,  his  Majefty  commended  him  to  you  by  young 
Ojtrick ^ who  brings  back  to  him  that  you  attend  him  in  the  Hall, 
he  fends  to  know  if  your  pleafure  hold  to  play  with  Laertes , or 
that  you  will  take  longer  time  ? 

Ham.  I am  conftant  to  my  pnrpofes,  they  follow  the  Kings 
pleafure  v if  his  fitnefs  fpeaks,  mine  is  ready,  now  or  whenfoe- 
ver,  provided  I be  fo  able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  King  and  Queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  Queen  defires  you  to  ufe  fome  gentle  entertainment 
to  Laertes  before  you  go  to  play. 

Ham.  She  well  inftruds  me. 

Horat.  You  will  lofe,  my  Lord. 

Ham . I do  not  think  fo,  fince  he  went  into  France  I have  been 
in  continual  pradice ; I (hall  win  at  the  odds : thou  wouldell  not 
think  how  ill  all’s  here  about  my  heart,  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Horat.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery,  but  it  is  fuch  a kind  of  boding  as  would 
perhaps  trouble  a Woman. 

Horat.  If  your  mind  diflike  any  thing,  obey  it,  I will  forefla! 
their  repair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham . Not  a whit,  we  defie  Augury,  “ there  is  a fpecial  provi- 
cc  dence  in  the  fall  of  a Sparrow  : if  it  be,  ’cis  not  to  come  \ if  it 
44  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now ; if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will 
44  come}  the  readinefs  is  all,  finceno  man  of  ought  he  leaves  knows 
44  what  ’tis  to  leave  betimes,  Jet  be. 

A Table  prepared , Drams , Trumpets , and  Officers  with  Caffiionsy 
King,  Queen , and  all  the  State , Foils , Daggers , and  Laertes. 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon.  Sir,  I have  done  you  wrong, 

But  pardon’t  as  you  are  a Gentleman  : this  prefence  knows, 

And  you  mull  needs  have  heard  how  I am  punifii’d 
With  a fore  diftraftion  •,  what  I have  done 
That  might  your  nature,  honour  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I here  proclaim  was  madnefs. 

Was’t  Hamlet  wrong’d  Laertes  ? Never  Hamlet  \ 

If  Hamlet  from  himfelf  be  ta’en  away, 

And  when  he’s  not  himfelf  does  wrong  Laertes , 

Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it : 

Who  does  it  then  ? His  madnefs  .*  If ’t  be  fo, 

Hamlet  is  of  the  fa&ion  that  is  wronged, 

His  madnefs  is  poor  Hamlet9 s Enemy  ; 

Let  my  difclaimingfrom  a purpos’d  evil, 
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free  mefo  far  in  your  moft  generous  thoughts, 

That  1 have  (hot  my  Arrow  o’r  the  Houfe, 

And  hurt  my  Brother. 

Laert.  I am  fatisfied  in  nature, 

W'hofe  motive  in  this  Cafe  (hould  ftir  me  mofl 
To  my  revenge,  u but  in  my  terms  of  Honour 
il  I (land  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement, 

H Till  by  fome  elder  Matters  of  known  honour 
<l  I have  a Voice  and  Precedent  of  peace 
<l  To  my  name  ungor’d,  but  all  that  time  ” 

1 dx>  receive  your  offered  Love  like  Love, 

And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  I embrace  it  freely,  and  will  this  Brothers  Wager 
Frankly  play. 

Give  us  the  Foils, 

Laert.  Come,  one  forme. 

Ham.  I’ll  be  your  Foi \,  Laertes,  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  fhall  like  a Star  i’  th’  darkeft  night 
Appear. 

Laert.  You  mock  me,  Sir. 

Ham.  No,  on  my  honour. 

King.  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Oftrick j Coufin  Hamkty 
You  know  the  wager. 

Ham.  Wery^well,  my  Lord  : 

Your  Grace  has  laid  the  odds  o’th’  weaker  fide. 

King.  I do  not  fear  it,  I have  feen  you  both. 

But  fince  he  is  better,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laert.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  fee  another 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well,  thefe  foils  have  all  a length  > 

Oftr.  1,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  Hoops  of  wine  upon  the  table  y. 

If  Hamkt  give  the  firft  or  fecond  hir. 

Or  quit  in  anfwer-of  the  third  exchange,. 

Let  all  the  Battlements  their  Ordnance  fire  j 
The  King  (hall  drink  to  Hamlet’s  better  breath, 

And  in  the  Cup  an  Onyx  (hall  he  throw 

Richer  than  that  which  four  fucceffive  Kings 

In  Denmark*  Crown  have  worn.  Give  me  the  Cups, 

And  let  the  Kettle  to  the  Trumpet  fpeak, 

The  Trumpet  to  the  Cannoneer  without, 

The  Cannons  to  the  Heavens,  the  Heavens  to  Earths 
Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet : Come,  begin. 


And  you  the  Judges  bear  a wary  eye. 
Ham.  Come  on,  Sir, 


Laert, 
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Laert.  Come,  my  Lord. 

Ham . One. 

Laert . No. 


Ham.  Judgment. 

Ottr.  A Hir,  a very  palpable  Hit.  f Drums,  Trumpets , and  Shot , 
Laert . W ell  aga in.  £ Flourijh,  a rPiece?oes  off'. 

King.  Stay,  give  me  drink,  Hamlet,  this  Pearl  is  thine, 

Here’s  to  thy  Health : give  him  the  Cup. 

Ham.  I’ll  play  this  bout  firft,  fet  it  by  a while. 

Come,  another  Hit,  what  fay  you? 

Laert . I do  confefs’t. 

King.  Our  Son  (hall  win. 

Queen.  He’s  fat  and  fcant  of  breath. 

Here,  Hamlet , take  my  Handkerchief,  wipe  thy  brows : 

The  Queen  falutesthy  Fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  Madam. 

King.  Gertrard,  Do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I will,  my  Lord  *,  I pray  you  pardon  me. 

King.  Itisthepoyfon’dCup,  it  is  too  late. 

Ham.  I dare  not  drink  yet,  Madam,  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laert . My  Lord,  I’ll  hit  him  now. 

King.  Ido  not  think ’t. 

Laert . Ancfyet  ’tis  almoft  againft  my  Confcience. 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes , you  do  but  dally  y, 

I pray  you  pafs  with  your  belt  violence. 

I am  fure  you  make  a Wanton  of  me. 

Laert.  Say  youfo?  Come  on. 

OTlr.  Nothing  neither  way. 

Laert.  Have  at  you  now. 

King.  Part  them,  they  are  incens’d  . 

Ham.  Nay,  come  again. 

Oftr.  Look  to  the  Queen  there,  Ho. 

Horat . They  bleed  on  both  fides  how  is’t,  my  Lord  ? 

Ofl.  How  is’t,  Laertes  ? 

Laert.  Why,  as  a Woodcock  in  my  ownSprindge,  Ojhick. 

1 am  juftly  kill’d  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  Queen? 

King.  She  fwounds  to  fee  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No,  no,  the  Drink,  the  Drink,  O my  dear  Hamlet^ 
The  Drink,  the  Drink,  Iampoyfoned. 

Ham.  O Villain!  Ho,  let  the  Door  be  lock’d, 

Treachery,  feek  it  out. 

I Laert.  It  is  here,  Hamlet : thou  art  flain, 
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No  Medicine  in  the  World  can  do  thee  good , 

In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hours  life, 

The  treacherous  Inftrument  is  in  my  hand, 

Unbated  and  envenom’d,  the  foul  pra&ice 
Hath  turn’d  it  feif  on  me } fo  here  I Jye 
Never  to  rife  again  : thy  Mother's  poyfon’d, 

J can  no  more,  the  King,  the  King’s  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  Point  envenom’d  too ! then  venom  to  thy  work 

All.  Treaibn!  Treafonl 

King.  O yet  defend  me,  Friends!  I am  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here  thou  inceftuous  Dans, 
cc  Drink  off  this  Potion : is  the  Onyx  here  ? 

Follow  my  Mother, 

Laert  “ He  is  juftly  ferv’d,  it  is  a poyfon  tetnper’dby  himfelf. 
Exchange  forgivenefs  with  me.  Noble  Hamlet 
Mine  and  my  Fathers  death  come  not  upon  thee, 

Nor  thine  on  me.  ■ > ‘ [Dies. 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it,  I follow  thee: 

I am  dead,  Horatio , wretched  Queen  farewel. 

You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance. 

That  are  but  Mutes  or  Audience  to  this  adt. 

Had  I but  time,  (as  this  fell  Sergeant  Death 
Is  ftridt  in  his  Arreft)  O I could  tell  you 
But  let  it  be:  Horatio , I am  dead, 

Thou  liv’iT,  report  rpe  and  my  Caufe  aright 
To  the  unfatisfied. 

Herat.  Never  believe  it. 

I am  more  an  antick  Roman  t ban  a Dane9 
Here’s  yet  fome  Liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  th’ art  a man, 

Give  me  the  Cup,  let  go,  I’ll  have  ’c : 

0 Horatio , what  a wounded  name, 

Things  Handing  thus  unknown,  fhal!  I leave  behind  me? 

If  thou  d idfl  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 

Abfcntthee  from  felicity  a while, 

And  in  this  harfh  World  draw  thy. breath  in  pain,  [ A march  a - 

To  tell  my  Story : what  warlike  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  Oftrick. 

Ostr.  Young  Fortinbrafs  with  Conquefl  come  from  Poland^ 

Th’  Ambaffadors  of  England  give  this  warlike  Volley. 

Ham.  0, 1 dye,  Horatio , 

The  potent  poyfon  quite  o’r-grows  my  fpirit  *, 

1 cannet  live  to  hear  the  News  from  England. , 

But  I do  prophefie  the  Election  lights 

On 
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On  Fcrtinbrafs \ he  has  my  dying  Voice, 

So  tell  him,  with  th’  occurrenrs  more  and  Iefs 
Which  have  follicited  : the  reft  in  filence. 

Hrat  Now  cracks  a noble  heart,  good  night,  fweet  Prince, 
And  Choires  of  Angels  ling  thee  to  thy  reft. 

Why  do.es  the  D;  um  come  hither  ? 

Enter  Fortinbi  afs  with  the  Ambaffadors, 

Fort.  Where  is  this  fight  ? 

Hor  at . What  is  it  you  would  fee  ? 

If  ought  of  woe  or  wonder,  ccafe  your  fearch. 

Fort . “ This  quarry  cries  on  havock  : ” O proud  deaths 
What  Feafl  is  toward  in  thine  infernal  Celi, 

That  thou  fo  many  Princes  at  a (hot 
So  bloodily  haft  ftrook. 

Ambajf.  The  fight  is  difmal. 

And  our  Affairs  from  England  come  too  late, 

The  ears  are  fenflefsthat  Ihould  give  us  hearing. 

To  tell  him  his  Commandment  is  fulfill’d, 


That  Rofencraus  and  Gmldenftern  are  dead. 

Where  fhoufd  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

Hor at.  Not  from  his  mouthy 
Had  it  th’  ability  of  breath  to  thank  you  ; 

He  never  gave  Commandment  for  their  death. 

But  fince  fo  apt  upon  this  bloody  Queftion, 

You  from  the  Pollack^  Wars,  and  you  from  England 
Are  here.arrived,  give  order  that  thefe  Bodies 
High  on  a Stage  be  plac’d  to  publick  vi$w, 

And  let  me  fpeak  to  th’  yet  unknowing  World, 
How  thefe  things  came  about ; fo  fhail  you  hear 
Of  cruel,  bloody,  and  unnatural  ads, 

Of  accidental  judgments,  cafual  daughters, 

Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  for  nocaufe, 

And  in  this  upfnot,  purpofe's  miitook, 

Fall’n  on  th’  Inventors  heads : all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fortin.  Let  us  hafte  to  hear  it, 
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For  me,  with  forrow  I embrace  my  fortune, 

I have  fome  rights  of  memory  in  this  Kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim  my  intereft  doth  invite  roe. 

Hor  at.  Of  that  I (hall  have  alfo  caufe  to  fpeak, 
And  from  his  mouth  whofe  voice  will  draw  no  more  ; 
Bit  let  this  fame  be  prefently  perform’d, 

Even  while  mens  minds  are  wild,  left  more  mifchance 
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On  plots  and  errors  happen. 

Fort.  M Let  four  Captains 
Bear  Hamlet  like  a Souldier  to  the  Stage, 

For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 

T’have  prov’d  moll  royal : and  for  his  paflage, 

The  Souldiers  Mufick  and  the  Rights  of  War 
Speak  loudly  for  him. 

Take  up  the  bodies  • fuch  a fight  as  this 
Becomes  the  Field,  but  here  (hews  much  amifs, 

44  Go  bid  the  Souldiers  Shoot,  [ 'Exeunt . 
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